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CHAPTER  I 
FLOTSAM 

ALL  night  long  the  great  bell  of  the  lighthouse, 
slung  to  a  stout  beam  projecting  seaward  be- 
neath the  outer  platform,  had  tolled  its  warning 
through  the  fog.  The  monotonous  ticking  of  the  clock- 
work attachment  that  governed  it,  the  sharp  and  livelier 
click  of  the  occulting  hoo<rs  machinerj-,  were  the  only 
sounds  which  alternated  with  its  deep  boom.  The 
tremendous  clang  .sent  a  thrill  through  the  giant  column 
itself  and  pealed  away  into  the  murky  void  with  a 
tremolo  of  profound  diminutions. 

Overhead,  the  magnificent  lantern,  its  eight-ringed 
circle  of  flame  burning  at  full  pressure,  illumined  the 
drifting  vapor  with  an  intensity  that  seemed  to  be  born 
of  the  sturdy  granite  pillar  of  which  it  was  the  fitting 
diadem.  Hard  and  strong  externally  as  the  everlasting 
rock  on  which  it  stood,  —  replete  within  with  burnished 
steel  and  polished  brass,  great  cylinders  and  powerful 
pumps,  —  the  lighthouse  thrust  its  glowing  torch  be- 
yond the  reach  of  the  most  daring  wave.  Cold,  dour, 
defiant  it  looked.  Yet  its  suporlunnan  eye  sought  to 
pierce  the  very  heart  of  the  fog,  and  the  furnace-white 
[1] 
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glarp,  ronconfrnfrcl  fen  tlioiiHnnd-foM  hy  the  onoirrlinr 
liivc  of  flic  iliiiplric  Ions,  flunj,'  fur  into  the  gloom  a  sil- 
very clook  of  iiumn-like  rnnjosfy. 

At  last  an  irresistible  ally  sprang  to  the  assistance  of 
the  unconqncrnlile  liglit.  About  the  close  of  the  middle 
watch  a  gentle  br.-eze  fn..  he  Atlantic  followed  the 
tide  and  swept  the  shivering  wraith  landward  to  the 
northeast,  whilst  the  first  beams  of  a  June  sun  com- 
pleted the  destruction  of  the  routed  specter. 

So,  once  more,  as  on  the  dawn  of  the  third  <lay, 
the  waters  under  the  heaven  were  gathered  into  one 
place,  and  the  dry  land  appeared,  and  behold,  it  was 
good. 

On  the  horizon,  the  turquoise  rim  of  the  sea  lay  with 
the  sheen  of  folded  silk  against  the  .softer  canopy  of  the 
sky.  Towards  the  west  a  group  of  islands,  to  which 
drifting  banks  of  mist  clung  in  melting  despair,  were 
etched  in  shadows  of  dreamy  purple.  Over  the  nearer 
sea-floor  the  quickly  dying  vapor  spread  a  hazy  pall 
of  opal  tints.  Across  the  face  of  the  waters  -listening 
bands  of  emerald  green  and  serene  blue  quivered  in 
fairy  lights.  The  slanting  rays  of  the  sun  threw  broad- 
cast a  golden  mirage  and  gilded  all  things  with  the  dumb 
gladness  of  an  Engli.sh  summer's  day. 

A  man,  pacing  the  narrow  gallery  beneath  the  lan- 
tern, halted  for  a  moment  to  flood  his  soul  afresh  with  a 
beauty  made  entrancing  by  the  knowledge  that  a  few 
brief  minutes  would  resolve  it  into  maturer  and  more 
familiar  charms. 

lie  was  engaged,  it  is  'rue,  in  the  unromantic  action 
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Floham 
of  ailiiiK  lii.s  pipe,  —  a  sill,  )lo  tliinj;,  Ixlovt-.l  nlilio  „f 
pocl.<  uiul  niivvii-s,  —  vi-l  lii.s  rjos  (!-aiil<  in  llio  imUc 
glory  of  tlie  scone,  and,  cnr.M.c  lo  the  spell  of  the  lioiir, 
he  murmured  aloud: 

"  Floating  on  waves  of  music  and  of  lijrht, 
Heboid  tlie  chariot  of  the  I'airy  (^iicon! 
Celc'stiHJ  coursers  paw  the  Lriyielchn),'  air; 
Thc-r  Slmy  [x-nnons  at  her  wird  they  furl. 
And  stop  oV-dient  to  the  reins  of  light." 

The  small  door  beneath  the  glass  fane  was  open. 
The  worker  within,  busily  cleaning  an  eight-inch  burner, 
ceased  for  an  instant  and  [Htppeil  his  head  out. 

"  Did  you  hail  me  ?  "  he  inquired. 

The  matter-of-fact  words  awoke  the  dreamer.  lie 
t-rned  with  a  pleasant  smile. 

"  To  be  e.\act,  Jim,  I  did  hail  somebo<iy,  but  it  wa^ 
Aurora,  Spirit  of  the  Dawn,  not  a  hard-bitten  sailor- 
man  lik.!  you." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,  cap'n.  I  thought  I  heard  you 
siiigin'  out  'or  a  light." 

The  other  man  bent  his  head  to  shield  a  match  from 
a  pufT  of  win<l,  thus  concealing  from  his  companion  llic 
gleam  of  ainu.scmciit  in  his  eyes.  His  .latc  sniffed  the 
fragrant  odor  of  the  tobacco  longingly,  but  the  Elder 
Brethren  of  the  Trinity  maintain  strict  discipline,  and 
he  vanished  to  his  task  without  a  thought  of  broken 
rules. 

He  left  a  piece  of  good  advice  behind  him. 

"  If  I  was  you,  cap'n,"  he  .sai.l,  "  I'd  turn  in.  Jones 
[3] 
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is  feclin'  Al  tliifl  luonun'.  He  comes  on  at  f-ighl. 
You  ought  to  Ire  iloail  liont  after  your  double  spell 
of  the  lost  two  days.  I'll  keep  hreakfast  luick 
until  three  bells  (0.30  a.m.),  an'  there's  fresh  eggs  an* 
haddick." 

"  Just  a  couple  of  whiffs,  Jim.    Then  I'll  go  below." 

Both  men  wore  the  uniform  of  assistant-keepers,  yet 
it  needed  not  their  manner  of  speech  to  reveal  that  one 
was  a  gentleman,  born  and  bre<l,  and  the  other  a  bluff, 
good-natured,  horny-handed  A.H.,  to  whom  new-laid 
eggs  and  n-cently  cured  fish  ajjpealcd  far  more  potently 
than  Shelley  and  a  summer  dawn  at  sea. 

He  who  had  involuntarily  (|Uoted  "Queen  Mab" 
turned  his  f-'c  seaward  again.  Kach  moment  the 
scene  was  becoming  more  brilliant  yet  nearer  to  earth. 
The  far-off  islands  .sent  splashes  of  gray,  brov/n  and 
green  through  the  purple.  The  rose  flush  on  the  ho- 
rizon was  assuming  a  yellower  tinge  and  the  blue  of  sky 
and  water  was  deepening.  Twenty  miles  away  to  the 
southwest  the  smoke  of  a  steamer  heralded  the  advent 
of  an  Atlantic  liner,  and  the  last  shreds  of  white  mist 
were  curling  forlornly  above  the  waves. 

The  presence  of  the  steamship,  a  tiny  dull  spot  on  the 
glowing  picture,  peopled  the  void  with  life  and  banished 
poetry  witli  the  thinly  sheeted  ghosts  of  the  fog.  In  a 
little  mo-e  than  an  hour  she  would  be  abreast  of  the 
Gulf  Rock  Light.  The  watc'hcr  believed  —  was  almost 
certain,  in  fact — that  she  was  tlie  I'rinress  Royal,  home- 
ward bound  from  New  York  to  Southampton.  From 
her  saloon  deck  those  '  nthusiasts  who  had  risen  early 
[4] 


^T 


■  CW' 


-.'  ■*  •i:l  ■.■■ 


^^^WMmE^ 


Flotsam 
«noiiKh  to  ratch  n  fir-tt  Bliinpw  of  tho  EnKlisli  coast  wcrt 
aln-aily   scanning  the   trimly   niKgc<l   outlines   of  the 
Scilly  Isles,  and  searching  with  their  glasses  for  the 
Land's  End  and  the  Lizard. 

In  a  few  hours  they  wouKl  he  in  Southampton;  that 
afternoon  in  Loudon  —  London,  tlie  .Mecca  of  the 
world,  from  which,  two  years  ago,  he  fled  with  a  loath- 
ing akin  to  terror.  The  hig  ship  out  there,  panting 
and  straining  as  if  she  were  Iwginning,  not  ending,  her 
(Kvan  race  of  three  thousand  niiios,  was  carrying  eager 
hundrt>ds  to  the  pleasures  and  follies  of  the  great  city. 
Yet  he,  tho  man  smoking  and  silently  staring  at  the 
growing  hank  of  smoke,—  a  young  man,  too;  handsome, 

erect,  with  the  clean,  smooth  profile  of  the  aristocrat, 

had  turned  his  back  on  it  all,  and  sought,  and  found, 
peace  here  in  the  gaunt  pillar  on  a  lonely  rock. 

Strange,  how  differently  men  arc  constituted.  And 
women !  Bah !  A  hard  look  came  into  his  eyes.  His 
mouth  set  in  a  stern  contempt.  For  a  little  while  his 
face  bore  a  steely  expression  which  would  have  amazed 
the  man  within  the  lantern,  now  singing  lustily  as  he 
worked. 

But  as  the  harp  of  David  caused  the  evil  spirit  to 
depart  from  Saul,  so  did  the  music  of  the  morn- 
ing chase  away  the  lurking  devil  of  memory  which 
sprang  upon  the  ''ghthouse-keeper  with  the  sight  of 
the  vessel. 

He  smiled  again,  a  trifle  bitterly  perhaps.  Behind 
him  the  singer  roared  genially: 
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"Soon  we'll  be  in  London  Town, 
SinfT,  my  lads,  yeo  ho-o, 
And  see  the  King  in  his  golden  crown. 
Sing,  my  lads,  yeo  ho." 

The  man  on  the  platform  seemed  to  be  aroused  from 
a  painful  reverie  by  the  jingle  so  curiously  a  propon  to 
his  thoughts.  He  tapped  his  pipe  on  the  iron  railing, 
and  was  about  to  enter  the  lantern  —  and  so  to  the 
region  of  sleep  beneath  —  when  suddenly  his  glance, 
trained  to  an  acuteness  not  dreamed  of  by  folk  ashore, 
rested  on  some  object  seemingly  distant  a  mile  or  less, 
and  drifting  slowly  nearer  with  the  tide. 

At  this  hour  a  two-knot  current  swept  to  the  cast 
around  and  over  the  treacherous  reef  whose  sunken 
fangs  were  marked  by  the  lighthouse.  In  calm  weather, 
such  as  prevailed  just  then,  it  was  difficult  enough  to 
effect  a  landing  at  the  ba.se  of  the  rock,  but  this  same 
smiling  water-race  became  an  awful,  raging,  tearing 
fury  when  the  waves  were  lashed  into  a  storm. 

He  pocketed  his  pipe  and  stood  with  hands  clenched 
on  the  rail,  gazing  intently  at  a  white-painted  ship's 
life-boat,  with  a  broken  ma.st  and  a  sail  trailing  over 
the  stern.  Its  color,  with  the  sun  shining  on  it,  no  less 
than  the  vaporous  eddies  fading  down  to  the  surface  of 
the  sea,  had  prevented  hira  from  seeing  it  earlier.  Per- 
haps he  would  not  have  noticed  it  at  all  were  it  not  for 
the  flashing  wings  of  several  sea-birds  which  accom- 
panied the  craft  in  aerial  escort. 

Even  yet  a  landsman  would  have  stared  insolently 
in  that  direction  and  declared  that  there  was  naught 
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else  in  sight  save  the  steamer,  whose  tall  masts  and  two 
black  funnels  were  now  distinctly  visible.  But  the 
lighthouse  keeper  knew  he  was  not  mistaken.  Here 
was  a  boat  adrift,  forlorn,  deserted.  Its  contour  told 
him  that  it  was  no  local  craft  straying  adventurously 
from  island  or  mainland.  Its  unexpected  presence, 
wafted  thus  strangely  from  ocean  wilds,  the  broken 
spar  and  tumbled  canvas,  betokened  an  accident,  per- 
chance a  tragedy. 

"Jim!"  he  cried. 

His  mate,  engaged  in  shrouding  the  gleaming 
lenses  from  the  sun's  rays,  came  at  the  call.  He 
was  lame— the  result  of  a  wound  received  in  the 
Egyptian  campaign:  nevertheless,  he  was  quick  on 
his  feet. 

"  What  do  you  make  of  that  ? " 

The  sailor  required  no  more  than  a  gesture.  He 
shaded  his  eyes  with  his  right  hand,  a  mere  shipboard 
trick  of  concentrating  vision  and  brain,  for  the  rising 
sun  was  almost  behind  him. 

"  Ship's  boat,"  he  answered,  laconically.  "  Collision, 
I  expect.  There's  bin  no  blow  to  speak  of  for  days. 
But  they're  gone.  Knocked  overboard  when  she  was 
took  aback  by  a  squall.     Unless  them  birds  —  " 

He  spoke  in  a  species  of  verbal  shorthand,  but  his 
meaning  was  clear  enough,  even  to  the  sentence  left 
unfinished.  The  craft  was  under  no  control.  She 
would  drift  steadily  into  the  Bay  until  the  tide  turned, 
wander  in  an  aimless  circle  for  half  an  hour  thereafter! 
and  then,  when  the  ebb  restored  direction  and  force  to 


The  Pillar  of  Light 

the  current,  voyage  forth  again  to  the  fabled  realm  of 
Lyonnesse. 

For  a  little  while  they  stood  together  in  silence.  Jim 
suddenly  quitted  his  companion  and  came  back  with  a 
glass.  He  poised  it  with  the  precision  of  a  Bisley 
marksman,  and  began  to  speak  again,  jerkily: 

"Stove  in  forrard,  above  the  water-line.  Wouldn't 
live  two  minutes  in  a  sea.  Somethin'  lyin'  in  the  bows. 
Can't  make  it  out.  Vnd  there's  a  couple  of  cormorants 
perched  on  the  gunwale.  But  she'll  pass  within  two 
hundred  yards  on  her  present  course,  an'  the  tide'U 
hold  long  enough  for  that." 

The  other  man  looked  around.     From  that  elevated 
perch,  one  hundred  and  thirty  feet  above  high-water 
mark,  he  could  survey  a  vast  area  of  sea.     Excepting 
the  approaching  steamer  —  which  would  flit  past  a 
mile  away  to  the  south  — and  a  few  distant  brown 
specks  which  betokened  a  shoal  of  Penzance  fishing- 
smacks  making  the  best  of  the  tide  eastward  —  there 
was  not  a  sail  in  sight. 
"I  think  we  should  try  and  get  hold  of  her,"  he  said. 
Jim  kept  his  eye  glued  to  the  telescope. 
"  'Tain't  worth  it,  cap'n.     The  salvage  'II  only  be  a 
pound  or  two,  not  but  what  an  extry  suvrin  comes  in 
useful,  an'  we  might  tie  her  up  to  the  buoy  on  the  off 
chance  until  the  relief  comes  or  we  signal  a  smack. 
But  what's  the  good  o'  talkin'  ?    We've  got  no  boat,  an* 
nobody 'd  be  such  a  fool  as  to  swim  to  her." 
"That  is  what  I  had  in  mind." 
Jim  lowered  the  glass. 
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"That's  the  fust  time  I've  ever  heard  you  say  a  d— <1 
silly  thing,  Stephen  Brand." 

There  was  no  wavering  judgment  in  his  voice  now. 
He  was  angry,  and  slightly  alarmed. 

"  Why  is  it  so  emphatically  silly,  Jim  ?  "  was  the  smil- 
ing query. 

"How  d'ye  know  what's  aboard  of  her?  What's 
them  fowl  after?  What's  under  that  sail?  What's 
that  lyin'  crumpled  up  forrard  ?  Dead  men,  mebbe. 
If  they  are,  she's  convoyed  by  sharks." 

"Sharks!    This  is  not  the  Red  Sea.     I  am  not  afraid 
of  any  odd  prowler.     Once—    Anyhow,  I  am  going  to 
ask  Jones." 
"Jones  won't  hear  of  it." 

"That  is  precisely  what  he  will  do,  within  the  next 
mmute.  Now,  don't  be  vexed,  Jim.  Stand  by  and 
sing  out  directions  if  needful  when  I  am  in  the  water. 
Have  no  fear.  I  am  more  than  equal  to  Lcander  in  a 
sea  like  this." 

Jim,  who  trusted  to  the  head-keeper's  veto,  —  awed, 
too,  by  the  reference  to  Leander,  whom  he  hazily  as- 
sociated with  Captain  Webb,  —  made  no  rejoinder. 

He  focused  the  telescope  again,  gave  a  moment's 
scrutiny  to  the  steamer,  and  then  re-examined  the  boat. 
The  stillness  of  the  morning  was  solemn.  Beyond  the 
lazy  splash  of  the  sea  against  the  Gulf  Rock  itself,  and 
an  occasional  heavy  surge  as  the  swell  revealed  and 
mstantly  smothered  some  dark  tooth  of  the  reef,  he 
heard  no  sound  save  the  ring  of  Stephen  Bran.l's  boots 
on  the  iron  stairs  as  he  descended  through  the  oil-room 
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the-  library  ami  office,  to  the  first  bedroom,  in  the  lower 
bunk  of  which  lay  Mr.  Jones,  keeper  and  chief,  re- 
covering from  a  sharp  attack  of  sciatica. 

During  one  fearful  night  in  the  March  equinox, 
when  the  fierce  heat  of  the  lamp  within  and  the  icy 
blast  of  the  gale  without  had  temporarily  deranged 
the  occulting  machinery,  Jones  experici.eed  an  anxious 
wa:ch.  Not  for  an  instant  could  he  forego  attendance 
on  the  lamp.  Owing  to  the  sleet  it  was  necessary  to 
keep  'le  light  at  full  pressure.  The  surplus  oil,  driven 
up  from  the  tanks  by  weights  weighing  half  a  ton,  must 
flow  copiously  over  the  brass  shaft  of  the  burner,  or 
the  metal  might  yield  to  the  fervent  power  of  the  column 
of  flame. 

The  occulting  hood,  too,  must  be  helped  when  the 
warning  click  came,  or  it  would  jam  and  fail  to  fall 
periodj-ally,  thus  changing  the  character  of  the  light, 
to  the  bewilderment  and  grave  peril  of  any  unhappy 
vessel  striving  agiinst  the  exteWor  turmoil  of  wind  ami 
wave. 

So  Jones  pas?ed  four  hours  with  his  head  and  shoul- 
ders in  the  temperature  of  a  Turkish  bath  and  the 
lower  p.\rt  of  his  body  chilled  to  the  bone. 

He  thought  nothing  of  it  at  the  time.  This  was  dutv. 
But  at  intervals,  throughout  the  rest  of  his  life,  the 
sciatic  nerve  would  remi  id  him  .f  that  lonely  watch. 
This  morning  he  was  convalescent  after  a  painful  im- 
mobility of  two  days. 

Watching  the  boat,  Jim  centered  her  in  the  telescopic 
field,  and  looked  anxiously  for  a  sharp  arrow-shaped 
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ripple  on  the  surface  of  tic  sea.     The  breeze  which 
had  vanquished  the  fog  now  kissed  the  smihng  water 
into  dimples,  and  his  keen  sight  was  perplexed  by  the 
myriad  wavelets. 

Each  minute  the  condition  of  affairs  on  l)oard  be- 
came more  defined.  Beneath  some  oars  ranged  along 
the  starboard  side  he  could  .see  .several  tins,  such  as 
contain  biscuits  and  compressed  beef.  The  shapeless 
mass  in  the  bows  puzzled  him.  It  was  partly  covered 
with  broken  planks  Lom  the  damaged  portion  of  the 
upper  works,  and  it  might  be  a  jib-sail  fallen  there  when 
the  mast  broke.  The  birds  were  busy  and  excited. 
He  did  not  like  that. 

Nearly  half  an  hour  passed.  The  Princess  Ro<jal,  a 
fine  vessel  of  yacht-like  proportions,  sprinting  for  the 
afternoon  train,  was  about  eight  miles  away,  sou'west 
by  west.  According  to  present  indications  steamer 
and  derelict  would  be  abreast  of  the  Gulf  Rock  Light 
simultaneously,  but  the  big  ship,  of  course,  would  give 
a  wide  berth  to  a  rock-strewn  shoal. 

At  last  the  lighthouse-keeper  heard  a.scending  foot- 
steps. This  was  not  Stephen  Brand,  but  Jones.  Jim. 
whose  rare  irritated  moods  found  safety  in  stolid  silence, 
neither  spoke  nor  looked  around  when  his  chief  joined 
him,  binoculars  in  hand. 

Jones,  a  man  of  whitewash,  polish,  and  rigid  ad- 
herence to  framed  rules,  found  the  boat  instantly,  and 
recapitulated  Jim's  inventory,  eliciting  grunts  of  agree- 
ment as  each  item  was  ticked  off. 
A  clang  of  metal  beneath  caught  their  ears  —  the 
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opening  of  the  stout  doors,  forty  feet  above  high-water 
mark,  from  which  a  series  of  iron  rungs,  sunk  in  the 
granite  wall,  led  to  the  rocky  base. 

"Brand's  goin'  to  swim  out.  It's  har  y  worth 
while  signalin'  to  the  Land's  End,"  commented  Jones. 

No  answer.  Jim  leaned  well  over  and  saw  their 
associate,  stripped  to  his  underclothing,  with  a  leather 
belt  supporting  a  sheath-knife  slung  across  his  shoul- 
ders,  chmbing  down  the  ladder. 

This  taciturnity  surprised  Jones,  for  Jim  was  the 
cheeriest  nurse  who  ever  brought  a  sufferer  a  plate  of 
soup. 

"It's  nothing  for  a  good  swimmer,  is  it?"  was  the 
anxious  question. 

"  No.     It's  no  distance  to  speak  of." 

"  An'  the  sea's  like  a  mill-pond  ?  " 

"Ay,  it's  smooth  enough." 

"Don't  you  think  he  ought  to  try  it?  Every  fine 
momin'  he  has  a  dip  off  the  rock." 

"Well,  if  it's  all  right  for  him  an'  you  it's  all  right  for 
me." 

Jim  had  urged  his  plea  to  the  man  whom  it  chiefly 
concerned.  He  was  far  too  sporting  a  character  to 
obtain  the  interference  of  authority,  and  Jones,  whose 
maritime  experiences  were  confined  to  the  hauling  in 
or  paying  out  of  a  lightship's  cable,  had  not  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  lurking  danger  in  the  blue  depths. 

A  light  splash  came  to  them,  and,  a  few  seconds  later. 
Brand's  head  and  shoulders  swung  into  view.  After  a 
dozen  vigorous  breast  strokes  he  rolled  over  on  to  his 
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side,  and  waved  his  left  hand  to  the  two  men  high  above 
him. 

With  a  sweeping  side  stroke  he  maa.  rapid  progress. 
Jones,  unencumbered  by  knowledge,  blew  through  his 
lips. 

"He's  a  wonderful  chap,  is  Brand,"  he  said,  con- 
tentedly. "It  licks  me  what  a  man  like  him  wants 
messin'  about  in  the  service  for.  He's  eddicated  up 
to  the  top  notch,  an'  he  has  money,  too.  His  lodgin's 
cost  the  whole  of  his  pay,  the  missus  says,  an'  that  kid 
of  his  has  a  hospital  nuss,  if  you  please." 

Jones  was  grateful  to  his  mates  for  their  recent  at- 
tentions. He  was  inclined  to  genial  gossip,  but  Jim 
was  watching  the  boat  curving  towards  the  lighthouse. 
The  high  spring  tide  was  at  the  full.  So  he  only 
growled : 

"You  can  see  with  half  an  eye  he  has  taken  on  this 
job  for  a  change.     I  wish  he  was  in  that  blessed  boat." 
Jones  was  quite  certain  now  that  his  subordinate 
harbored  some  secret  fear  of  danger. 

"What's  up?"  he  cried.  "He'll  board  her  in  two 
ticks." 

On  no  account  would  the  sailor  mention  sharks. 
He  might  be  mistaken,  and  Jones  would  guffaw  at  his 
"deep-sea"  fancies.  Anyhow,  it  was  Brand's  affair. 
A  friend  might  advise;  he  would  never  tattle. 

The  head-keeper,  vaguely  excited,  peered   through 

his  glass.     Both  boat  and  swimmer  wore  in  the  annular 

field.     Brand  had  resuraed  the   breast  .stroke.     The 

swing  of  the  tide  carried  the  broken  bow  towards  him. 
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^zn^^z^t """'  "^''  •''^•^  -"- 

A  black  fin  dart  d  il  ,  .h,  ^^.^'-^A-PP-J  a'oft. 

Jones  was  genuinely  startled  now. 

My  God  .-he  cried,"  what!,,  it?" 

A  .shark!"  ydled  Jim.     "I  knew  it      I 

h.m^  Eh.  but  he's  game  i.,  the  capW-  "''™'=' 

Why  didn't  you  tell  me?"  rr>o~.j  i 

But  it  was  no  time  for  words     tt, 

the  sudden  tratredv  w.J  ^^  ■"''"  P«=«''l  »» 

uucn  tragedy  with  an  intensity  which  l,.ff  .». 
gaspmg  for  breath.     More  than  tw.  T     ,  "" 

away  in  realitv  fh„  '^./^'"'  '^o  hundred  yards 
horror  socl^'  h  tT"  "V"""  ''-"g'>t' this 
thought  they  could  hea^'-r'^   ''^'^  "^  "^''^   "''"-' 

eddy  crused  by  the  man's  disappearlnce  In  ,  T  ' 
great  sinuous,  shining  body  rose  hi!'  r   u        '^  " 

and  .  powerful  tail  !truct  tTsLfoTh  ;;"""• 
sounding  whack.  '"'*'  a  re- 

Jim's  first  expletive  died  in  his  throat. 

He  s  done  It!  "Jones  heard  him  sav      "IT-     •       . 

him.     Oh.  bully!    May  tho  T    T   '^^       "*"  "'PPed 

y      May  the  J  ord  grant  there's  only 

For  a  single  instant  they  saw  H,<.  j    i   l  • 
o'  the  man  above  the     uZe      Th  \    I'"'. '"^^ 
about  and  rushed      BrJ^i        i        .     ''""''  ^^'^^^ 
Brand  sank,  and  again  the  giant 
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n.n,.-oator  writho,!  in  nir,„uy.r,l  ..ontorllons  an.I  tl.o  ,oa 
sliowod  innssos  of  fn.tl,  an.I  .lark  l.lc.l.hos.     ']'he  fli.t 
U-nnK,  »f  the  l.ir.ls  l.«.«nK.  irr..«ular  an.I  alarnu-.l. 
Thc.r  wLoohnj-  flijjl.ts  partly  ..l.scnrt-d  .vents  below 
ri.e  gulls,  sc.r.-ochin«  their  fri„l,t,  or  it  n.iKl.t  be  in- 
terest,  kept  elose  t..  the  water,  an.l  the  cormorant., 
sailed  in  {'iroles  al.>.)f. 
Jones  was  palli.l  and  streaming  with  perspiration. 
I  wonhln  t  have  ha.l  it  hap,>en  for  fifty  ..uid,"  he 

X  wonldn't  ha-  missed  it  for  a  hundred."  yelp,.,l 
J;n..  It  s  a  fight  to  a  finish,  an.l  the  cap'n  '11  win 
I  here  am  t  another  .sea-lawyer  on  the  job,  an'  Uran.l 
knows  how  to  handle  this  one." 

Their  mate's  head  reappeared  and  Jim  rc-lieved  the 
tension  by  a  mighty  shout: 

"He'll  swim  wild  now,  JJrand.     Keep  out  of  his 
traek. 

Sure  enough,  the  ugly  monster  began  to  thrash  the 
water  and  career  aroun.l  on  the  surface  in  frantie  con- 
vuLsions.  The  .second  stab  of  the  knife  ha.l  reached 
a  vital  part.  Bran.l,  who  perhaps  had  .seen  a  Malay 
diver  handling  his  life-long  enemy,  coolly  struck  ..iit 
owards  the  stern  of  the  boat.  The  shark,  c.hurning 
he  sea  into  a  white  foam,  whirled  away  in  blind  pur- 
suit of  the  death  which  was  rending  him.  The  man, 
unharmed  but  s..mewhat  breathless,  clambered  ov 
the  folds  of  the  sail  into  the  boat. 

"Glory  be!"  quavered  Jones,  who  was  a  Baptist 
J.m  was  about  to  chant  his  thanks  in  other  terms 
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when   his   attention   was   caught   by   nran<l's  rurious 
actions. 

In  stepping  across  the  after  thwart  he  stopped  as 
though  something  had  slung  him.  Ilis  hesitation  was 
momentary.  Pressing  his  left  linnd  to  mouth  and  nose 
he  passed  rapidly  forward,  sti>o|)cd,  caught  a  limj  jody 
by  the  beh  which  every  .sailor  wears,  and,  with  a  mighty 
effort,  slung  it  into  the  sen,  where  it  sank  instantly.  So 
the  shark,  like  many  a  human  congener  of  higher  in- 
tellect, had  only  mis.sed  his  opportunity  by  being  too 
precipitate,  whilst  the  cormorants  rnd  gulls,  eyeing 
him  ominously,  did  not  know  what  fhoy  had  lost. 

Then  the  man  returned  to  the  sail  and  peered  be- 
neath. Neither  of  the  onlookers  could  distinguish 
anything  of  special  interest  under  the  heavy  canvas 
sheet.  Whatever  it  was.  Brand  apparently  resolved  to 
leave  it  alone  for  the  moment. 

He  shipped  a  pair  of  oars,  and,  with  two  vigorous 
sweeps,  impelled  the  derelict  away  from  the  <  harnel- 
house  atmosphere  which  evidently  clung  to  it. 

Then  the  shark  engaged  his  attention.  It  was  float- 
ing, belly  upwards,  its  white  under-skin  glistening  in 
the  sunlight.  Two  long  gashes  were  revealed,  r,iie 
transverse,  the  other  lengthwise,  proving  how  coolly 
and  scientifically  Brand  had  done  his  work.  An  occa- 
sional spasm  revealed  that  life  was  not  yet  extinct,  but 
the  furtive  attack  of  a  dogfi.sh,  attracted  by  the  scent 
of  blood,  which  stirs  alike  the  denizens  of  air,  land  and 
ocean,  was  unresisted. 
The  rower  stood  up  again,  drove  a  boat-hook  into 
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the  cruel  jaws,  and  lashed  the  stock  to  a  thorl-pin  with 
a  piece  of  cordage.  Thii  uccompli.sho<l  to  his  satis- 
faction, he  l(M)lced  towards  the  Gulf  Hock  for  the  first 
time  8in<'e  he  drew  the  knife  from  its  sheath,  gave  a 
cheery  hand-wave  to  the  shouting  pair  on  the  balcony, 
and  settled  down  to  pull  the  recovered  craft  close  to 
the  rock. 

Jim  closed  the  telescope  with  a  snap. 

"  He  heoved  the  dead  man  overboard,"  he  announced 
"so  there's  a  Hve  one  under  the  sail." 

"  Why  do  you  think  that  ? "  said  Jones,  whose  nerves 
were  badly  shaken. 

"  Well,  you  saw  what  happened  to  the  other  pore 
devil.  Either  him  or  the  cap'n  had  to  go.  It  "ud  be 
the  same  if  there  was  a  funeral  wanted  aft.  Them 
there  birds  —  But  come  along,  boss.  Let's  give  him  a 
hand." 

They  hurried  down  to  the  iron-barred  entrance. 
Jones  shot  outward  a  small  crane  fitted  with  a  winch, 
in  case  it  might  be  needed,  whilst  the  sailor  climbed  to 
the  narrow  platform  of  rock  into  which  the  base-blocks 
of  the  lighthouse  were  sunk  and  bolted. 

Affording  but  little  superficial  space  at  low  water, 
there  was  now  not  an  inch  to  spare.  Here,  at  .sea-level, 
the  Atlantic  swell,  even  in  cahn  weather,  rendered 
landing  or  boarding  a  boat  a  matter  of  activity.  At 
this  stage  of  the  tide  each  wave  lapi)e<l  some  portion  of 
the  granite  stones  and  receded  cpiickly  down  the  slope 
if  the  weed-covered  rock. 
The  gulls  and  cormorants,  filling  the  air  with  raucous 
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criM,  WW  nistli„K  i„  ra,.i,l  nielli  i„  thr  wak.  of  ll.o 
l.<mt,  ,lnrl,„K  ev-r  mxl  ,„,„„  „|  t|„.  whI.t  „r  makiiiB 
iliiriiiK  IHvk,  „|  ||„.  (|.,„|iii^-  iiiniiss. 

.S<...ii  Hran.l  kI..m.,-.I  „v.t  Lis  sIi.m.I.I.t  to  ni.-nMir,. 
h...  .l,.,t,.n,o.  Will,  11...  vn^'  of  „  |,rm.tis...l  ,.„rs„,„„  |,e 
tur.u..l  l„s  <r..ft  I,.  l.ri.iK  \ut  sU-n,  ,m  to  ll.c  lan.linR- 
placf.  " 

"  I-owor  .,  l.ask.-t.-  lu.  <Tii.,l  to  .ron,-s.  aii.l,  wliilnt  the 
otluTs  w„n.l,.ro<l  what  tl...  „rK,.„,y  i„  l,is  voi<o  bc- 
tokcnr.!,  thrr,.  riml...,!  tli,.,„  tlie  ,|«.,)  strong  l.lu.st  of  a 
stcani-whistlo,  blown  four  tinios  in  <|..ifk  surcossion. 

E«.l,  nn.l  all.thoy  l.a.l  for^ott-.n  tho  I'rmce,,  Ro,j„l. 
S>he  was  <|o,e  in.  inuti,  noan-r  tlmn  mail  st.-an.ers 
usually  vi-ntiirt'd. 

At  first  thoy  gazcl  at  l.or  with  surprise,  Brand  even 
suspending  his  nianciners  for  a  moment.  Then  Jim 
knowing  that  a  steamship  trum,K-ts  the  same  note  to 
express  all  sorts  of  emotion,  un.lerstood  that  the  officers 
ha<l  w.t:iesse.I  a  good  deal,  it  not  all,  that  had  taken 
place,  and  were  offering  their  congratulations. 

"HIow  away,  my  hearties!"  crowed  Jim,  vainly 
apostrophizing  the  vessel.  "  You'll  have  somethin'  to 
crack  about  when  you  go  ashore  tonight  or  I'm  very 
much  mistaken.  \ow,  cap'n,"  he  went  on,  "  take  the 
cover  off.  Ifs  alive.  I  sup,K>se.  Is  it  a  man,  or  a 
woman  ?  " 
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Brand  was  slow  lo  iinswi-r.  Fur  one  tliiiij,'.  lie  wns 
cxlnuisto<l.  IlcfroshlnB  as  tlu-  long  swim  was  after  a 
niglit  of  loiu-ly  vi^ril,  itself  the  eulmiiiatioii  of  two  days 
of  hard  work,  tiie  fierce  hattle  with  the  shark  had 
shocked  into  active  esdstetiee  the  reserve  of  hilent 
energy  "hicli  every  healthy  animal  nncoiisciously 
hoards  fi.,    life-and-tleath  emergencies. 

But  there  was  another  reason.  He  had  scarce  gained 
the  comparative  .safety  of  the  boat  before  he  was,  in 
the  same  instant,  horrified  and  astounded  to  a  degree 
hitherto  beyond  his  ex[K'riencc.  Not  even  the  stiff  pull 
of  two  hundred  yanls  suffic<-d  to  restore  his  senses. 
So  Jim's  <|Uestion  fell  on  his  ears  with  the  meaningless 
sound  of  the  steamer's  siren. 

"What  is  it,  mate?"  repeated  his  fellow-keeper, 
more  insistently.     "  You  ain't  hurt  anyways,  are  you  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  bal)y,"  said  Brand,  in  a  curiously  vacant  way. 

"A  baby!"  shrieked  Jones,  stretched  out  over  the 
crane  above  their  heads. 

"  A  whot-a  ? "  roared  the  soilor,  whcse  crudely  de- 
veloped 1    r  ous  system  was  not  proof  against  the  jar 
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of  incredulity  induced  Ijy  this  statement.  Had  Brand 
said  "a  tiger,"  he  could  not  have  exhibited  greater 
concern. 

"Yes,  a  baby  —  and  it  is  living.  I  Ik;;:.I  ii  rry," 
murmured  the  other,  sitting  down  rati  or  su<ldeiily. 

Indeed,  a  faint  wail,  suggestive  of  a  '.-Mu-u,  now  ( ime 
from  beneath  the  tumbled  canvas  quite  near  tc  Jim. 
But  the  Royal  Navy  does  not  encourage  neurosis.  The 
lighthouse-keeper  felt  that  a  minor  crisis  had  arrived. 
It  must  be  dealt  with  promptly. 

The  evil  odor  which  still  adhered  to  the  boat  told 
him  that  Brand  had  exchanged  one  Inferno  for  another, 
when  he  clambered  out  of  the  reach  of  the  blindly 
vengeful  shark. 

He  looked  up  to  Jones. 

"  Lower  away,"  he  said,  promptly.  "  Swing  the  derrick 
until  I  grab  the  tackle,  and  then  hoist  me  aboard." 

This  was  done.  Ungainly  in  his  walk,  owing  to  his 
wounded  limb,  Jim,  clinging  to  a  rope,  had  the  easy 
activity  of  a  squirrel. 

"  Now,  lower  a  jug  with  some  brandy.  He's  dead 
beat,"  he  added. 

Whilst  Jones  hastened  for  the  spirit,  the  sailor 
stooped  and  threw  back  the  sail. 

Lying  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  wrapped  in  a  blan- 
ket which  unavailing  struggles  had  rumpled  into  a  roll 
beneath  the  arms,  was  an  infant  whose  precise  age  it 
was  impossible  to  estimate  forthwith  owing  to  the 
emaciated  condition  of  its  bodv. 

With  the  rocking  of  the  boat,  the  foul  bilge-water 
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Washed  around  the  child's  hrabs  and  back.  Instinct 
alone  had  saved  it  from  drowning.  Perhaps,  during 
the  first  hours  of  vigor  after  abandonment,  the  little 
one  might  have  rolled  over  in  infantile  search  for  food 
and  human  tendance,  but  the  rush  of  salt  water  into 
eyes  and  mouth  mu.st  have  driven  the  tiny  sufferer  to 
seek  instantly  the  only  position  in  which  life  was  pos- 
sible. 

So  far  as  the  man  could  judge  in  a  first  hasty  glance, 
the  child's  clothing  was  of  excellent  quality.  Yet  he 
gave  slight  heed  to  such  considerations.  Jim  was  the 
father  of  three  lusty  youngsters  who  were  snugly  in 
bed  in  Penzance,  and  the  sight  of  this  forlorn  sea-waif 
made  his  eyes  misty. 

He  reached  down,  unpinned  the  blanket,  which  was 
secured  with  a  brooch,  and  lifted  the  infant  out  of  its 
unpleasing  environment.  It  was  piteous  to  see  the 
way  in  which  the  shrunken  hands  at  once  strove  to 
clasp  his  wrists,  though  they  were  all  too  feeble  to 
achieve  more  than  a  gentle  clutch  which  relaxed  almost 
as  soon  as  the  effort  was  made. 

Jones,  also  a  husband  and  father,  bethought  him 
when  he  reached  the  store-room.     Hence,  when  the 
wmdlass  lowered  a  basket,  there  was  not  only  a  sup..!.- 
of  brandy  within  but  also  a  bottle  of  fresh  milk,  which 
reached  the  Gulf  Rock,  by  arrangement  with  a  fisher- 
man, whenever  weather  permitted. 
Jim  handed  the  jug  to  his  exhausted  companion. 
"  Here,  cap'n,"  he  said,  cheerfully.     "  Take  a  couple 
of  mouthfuls  of  this.     It'll  warm  the  cockles  of  your 
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heart.  An'  the  sooner  you  shin  up  the  ladder  and  get 
them  :..>akcd  rags  off  you  the  better.  Can  you  man- 
age ?     It's  a  near  thing  for  the  kid,  if  not  too  late  now." 

Brand  needed  no  seeond  bidding.  He  did  not  wish 
to  collapse  utterly,  and  the  soft  breeze,  rendered  chilly 
by  his  wet  garments,  had  revived  him  somewhat. 

The  resourceful  sailor  did  not  attempt  the  foolish 
process  of  pouring  even  the  smallest  quantity  of  milk 
into  the  baliy's  mouth.  He  produced  a  handkerchief, 
steeped  a  twisted  corner  in  the  milk,  and  placed  it  be- 
tween the  parched,  salt-blackened  lips. 

This  rough  expedient  for  a  feeding-bottle  ser%'ed  ad- 
mirably. The  child's  eagerness  to  gulp  in  the  life- 
giving  fluid  was  only  matched  by  the  tender  care  of  the 
sailor  in  his  efforts  to  appease  its  ravenous  hunger. 

He  was  so  intent  on  this  urg-nt  task  that  for  a  little 
while  he  paid  no  heed  to  Brand.  Jones,  forty  feet 
overhead,  took  the  keenest  interest  in  the  baby's  nur- 
ture. 

"Mind  you  don't  let  it  suck  the  handkerchief  into 
its  little  throat,"  he  cried.  "  Not  too  much,  Jim.  It's 
on'y  a  young  'un.  '  Half  milk,  half  water,  an'  a  lump 
of  sugar,' my  missus  says.  Pore  little  dear!  However 
did  it  come  to  live,  when  that  man  must  ha'  bin  dead 
for  days.'  Now,  Jim,  slow  an'  sure  is  the  motter. 
S'pose  you  shove  it  into  the  basket  an'  let  me  hoist  it 
up  here  ?  A  warm  bath  an'  a  blanket  is  the  next  best 
thing  to  milk  an'  water." 

"All  right,  skipper.  Just  hold  on  a  bit.  She's 
doin'  fine." 
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'  Is  it  a  he  or  a  sIu 


"  1  <lmin,>.     IJ„t  I  ^r„ess  it's  a  f;al  by  the  duds." 
The  bahy,  in  tho  slioer  joy  of  hvinR  r.^.ain,  „tten-d  a 

gurghng  cry.  a  oo,„pound  of  ,„ilk,  happiness  and  pain 
J  There!  I  tol.l  you!"  .shouted  Jones,  angrily 
You  think  every  kid  is  a  hardy  young  savage  Hke  vour 

own.     iou're  overdoin'  it,  I  .say."  ' 

"Overdoiu'    wot.-"     deman.ied    the    sailor.     "You 

don't  know  who  you're  talkin'  to.     Whv,  when  I  was 

on  the  West  Coast,  I  reared  two  week-old  nionkevs 

this  way." 

Soon  tlicse  firn.  frien.ls  would  have  quarreled  -  so 
unbounde.l  was  their  anxiety  to  reseue  the  fluttering 
cx.st,.nee  of  tho  tiny  atom  of  humanity  so  miraculously 
snatched  from  the  perils  of  the  .sea. 

But  Stephen  Urancl's  dominant  personality  was 
rapidly  recovering  its  normal  state. 

"Jim,"  he  .said,  "Mr.  Jones  is  right.  The  child 
must  be  made  comfortable.  Her  skin  is  raw  an<l  her 
eyes  .sore  with  inflammation.  The  little  food  she  has 
already  obtained  will  suffice  for  a  few  minutes.  Send 
her  up." 

The  "  Mr.  Jones  "  was  a  gentle  reminder  of  authority. 
No  further  protest  was  raised,  save  by  the  infant  when 
supplies  were  temporarily  withheld,  and  Jones  was  too 
pleased  that  his  opinion  i  hould  be  supported  by  Brand 
to  give  another  thought  to  his  suhonlinatc's  outburst. 

"Now,  back  up  to  the  rock,"  .said  Brand.  "I  will 
dress  and  rejoin  you  quickly.  The  boat  must  be  thor- 
oughly examined  and  swabbed  out:  Jones  will  signal 
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for  l,elp.     Meanwhile,  you   might   n.oor  her  tightly 
When  the  fde  falls  she  will  l.e  left  high  and  dn.  " 

Ihe  sailor's  momentary  annoyance  fled.  There 
was  much  to  be  done,  and  no  time  should  be  wasted  in 
disputes  concerning  baby  culture. 

"Sure you  won't  slip?"  he  asked,  as  Stephen  caught 
hold  of  the  ladder.  '«uj,iii 

"No,  no.  It  was  not  fatigue  but  siekne.ss  which 
overcame  me.     The  bran.ly  ha..  .sctllL^d  that  " 

Up  he  went,  as  though  returning  from  his  customary 
morning  dip.  ■' 

"By  jingo,  he's  a  plucked  'un,"  murmured  Jim  ad- 
miringly. "  He  ought  to  be  skipper  of  a  battleship, 
instead  ot  housemaid  of  a  rock-light.  Dash  them  sei- 
crows!    I  do  hate  'em." 

He  seized  an  oar  and  lunged  so  har.l  and  true  at  a 
cormorant  which  was  investigating  the  shark's  liver 
that  he  knocked  the  bird  a  yard  through  the  air.     Dis- 

darted  to  the  vacant  site  and  pecked  indust.-iously. 
rne  neighborhood  of  the  rock  was  now  alive  with  sea- 
g"'ls.  In  the  water  many  varieties  of  finny  shapes  wei - 
darting  to  and  fro  i„  great  excitement.  Jim  laughed. 
Ihey  d  keep  me  bu.sy,"  he  growled.  "  When  all's 
said  an  done,  it's  their  nater,  an'  they  can't  help  it  " 

Unconscious  that  he  had  stated  the  primordial  thesis 
he  left  the  foragers  alone.  Hauling  the  sail  out  of  the 
water,  he  discovered  that  the  stern-board  was  miss.ng 
broken  off  probably  when  the  mast  fell.  His  trained 
scnitiny  soon  solved  a  puzzle  suggesfe.l  by  the  stale  of 
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t]^  cordage.     Under  ordinary  eonditions,   the  upper 

at  a  shni  H   r        """''  ''"""«  "'  "^  ^"^^  °f  sea-anchor 
at  a  short  distance  from  the  boat 

sad-rope  were  b.tten.  not  torn,  asunder.     The  shark 
irecC"  to  pu,.  the  boat  under  b,  tugging  ^te 

Having  made  the  canvas  ship-shape.  Jim  settled  the 
next  pressmg  question  by  seizing  an  empty  tin  and 

tT   ::    ""  P"*-     '''"'"  '^'^  P--^  a  rop    under 

rl'^  n  u"'  ^°'  """""S  1""-P«^-^  in  ve,y  calm 
weather  like  the  present.  ''^ 

thofrtJ*"  ^f''^  "^"'^"  P''''^  '■-  -°"th'y  visit  to 
tho  ghthouse  she  was  moored  to  a  buoy  three  cables- 
lengths  away  to  the  northwest.  If  there  was  he  I; 
susp,c,on  of  a  .sea  over  the  rc.f  it  was  indeed  a  tkh  h 
ta.sk  landing  or  embarking  stores  and  men  """" 

droned  S  *'  '""'  T"  "'  '""^■''"'  -  "-  *'de 
movTl  f  "atterless.     By  that  time  all  her 

movable  contents  -  she  appeared  to  have  plenty  o 

"Look  out  there,  Jim.     I  am  lowering  „„  ax. " 
ihe  weapon  was  duly  <lelivcred. 
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"What's  the  ax  fur.  cay'n  ';  "  was  the  natural  (|Uc-ry. 

"I  want  to  chop  out  that  shark's  teeth.  They  will 
serve  as  mementoes  for  the  girl  if  she  grows  up,  which 
is  likely,  judging  by  the  way  slie  is  yelling  at  Jones." 

"  VVot's  he  a-(loin*  of  ?  "  came  the  sharp  demand. 

"Giving  her  a  hath,  and  excellently  well,  loo.  He 
is  evidently  quite  domesticated." 

"  If  that  means  '  under  Mrs.  J.'s  thumh,'  you're 
right,  cap'n.     They  tell  me  that  when  he's  asliore  — " 

"  Jim,  the  first  time  I  met  you  you  were  wheeling  a 
perambulator.     Now,  load  the  skip  and  I  will  haul  in." 

They  worked  in  silence  a  few  minules.  15ran<i  de- 
scended, and  a  few  well-placed  cuts  relieved  the  man- 
eater  of  the  ."errated  rows  used  to  such  serious  purpose 
in  life  that  he  had  attained  a  length  of  nearly  twelve  feet. 
Set  double  in  the  lower  jaw  and  single  in  the  upper, 
they  were  of  a  size  and  shape  ominously  suggestive  of 
the  creature's  voracity. 

"  It  is  a  good  thing,"  said  Brand,  calmly  hewing  at 
the  huge  jaws,  "that  nature  dill  not  build  the  Car- 
charodon  galekke  on  the  same  lines  as  an  alligator. 
If  this  big  fellow's  sharp  embroidery  were  not  situated 
so  close  to  his  stomach  he  would  have  made  a  meal  of 
me,  Jim,  unless  I  carried  a  torpedo." 

"  He's  a  blue  shark,"  commented  the  other,  ignoring 
for  the  nonce  what  he  termed  "  some  of  the  cap'n's  jaw- 
breakers." 

"  Yes.  It  is  the  only  dangerous  species  found  so  far 
north." 

"His  teeth  are  like  so  many  fixed  bayonets.  Of 
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eourso.jou  would  like  to  keep  •em,  but  he  would  look 
fi.ie  ill  the  museuiM.     IMeiity  of  folk  in  Penzance,  es- 
pecially vislto.s  would  pay  a  boh  a  head  to  see  him." 
Brand  pai  .led  in  his  labor. 

"Listen,  Jim,"  he  said,  earnestly.  "I  want  both 
you  and  Jones  to  oblige  me  by  saying  nothing  about 
the  shark.  Please  do  not  mention  my  connection  witli 
the  affair  in  any  way.  The  story  will  get  into  the  news- 
papers as  it  is.  The  additional  sensation  of  the  fight 
would  send  reporters  here  by  the  score.  I  don't  wish 
that  to  occur." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  —  " 

"Mr.  Jones  will  report  the  picking  up  of  the  boat, 
and  the  finding  <jf  the  baby,  together  with  the  neces 
sary  burial  of  a  man  unknown  —  " 

"  What  sort  of  a  chap  was  he  .=■ "  interrupted  Jim. 
"  I  —  I  don't  know  —  a  sailor  —  that  is  all  I  can  tell 
ou.     He  must  have  been  dead  several  days." 
"Then  how  in  the  world  did  that  baby  keep  alive.'" 
"  I  have  been  thinking  over  that  problem.     I  imagine 
that,  in  the  first  place,  there  was  a  survivor,  who  dis- 
appeared since  the  death  of  the  poor  devil  out  there  —" 
he  pointed  to  the  sea.     "This  person,  whether  man  or 
woman,  looked  after  the  child  until  madness  came, 
caused  by  drinking  salt  water.    The  next  step  is  suicide.' 
The  liltle  one,  left  living,  fell  into  the  bilge  created  by 
the  shipping  of  a  sea,  and  a.lopted,  by  the  mercy  of 
Providence,  a  method  of  avoiding  death  from  th'rst 
which  ought  to  be  more  widely  appreciated  than  it  is. 
She  absorbed  water  through  the  pores  of  the  skin, 
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wliifli  rejected  the  salty  elements  and  took  in  only  tho.'io 
parts  of  the  compound   needed  by   the   blood.     You 
follow  me  ?  " 

"  Quite.     It's  a  slap-up  idea." 

'It  is  not  new.  It  occurred  to  a  .shin's  captain  who 
was  compelled  to  navigate  his  passengers  and  crew  a 
th(>u.sand  miles  in  open  boats  across  the  Indian  Ocean, 
as  the  result  of  a  fire  at  sea.  Well,  the  child  was  well 
nourished,  in  all  likelihood,  before  the  accident  hap- 
pi-ncd  which  set  her  adrift  on  tlie  Atlantic.  She  may 
have  lost  twenty  or  tliirty  pounds  in  weight,  but  starva- 
tion is  a  slow  affair,  and  her  plumpness  saved  her  life 
in  that  respect.  Most  certainly  she  would  have  died 
today,  and  even  yet  she  is  in  great  danger.  Her  pulse 
is  very  weak,  an<l  care  must  be  taken  not  to  stinmlate 
the  action  of  the  heart  too  rapidly." 

When  Brand  spoke  in  this  way,  Jim  Spcncc  was  far 
too  wary  to  ask  personal  questions.  Sometimes,  in 
the  early  days  of  their  acquaintance,  he  '  ad  sought  to 
pin  his  friend  with  clum.sy  logic  to  some  admission  as 
to  his  past  life.  The  only  result  he  achieved  was  to 
seal  the  other  man's  lips  for  days  so  far  as  reminis- 
cences were  concerned. 

Not  only  Jones  and  Spence,  but  Thompson,  the  third 
assistant,  who  was  taking  his  month  ashore,  together 
with  the  supernumeraries  who  helped  to  preserve  the 
rotation  of  two  months  rock  duty  and  one  ashore,  soon 
realized  that  Brand  —  whom  they  liked  and  looked  up 
to  —  had  locked  the  record  of  his  earlier  years  and  re- 
fused to  open  the  diarj'  for  anyone. 
[28] 
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Yft  so  helpful  was  he  —  so  entertaining  with  his 
scraps  of  scientific  knowledge  and  more  ample  general 
reading  -  that  those  whose  turn  on  the  rock  was  co- 
incident with  his  relief  hailed  his  reappearance  with  joy. 
During  the  precwling  winter  he  actually  entertained 
them  with  a  free  translation  of  the  twenty-four  books 
of  the  "  Ilaid,"  and  great  was  the  delight  of  Jim  Spcncc 
when  he  was  able  to  connect  the  exploits  of  some  Greek 
or  Trojan  hero  with  the  identity  of  one  of  her  Majesty's 
ships. 

In  private,  they  discussed  him  often,  and  a  common 
agreement  was  ,„a<le  that  his  wish  to  remain  incognito 
should  be  resix-ctcd.  Their  nickname,  '"the  capn," 
was  a  tacit  admission  of  his  higher  social  rank.  They 
feared  lest  iii.juisitivcness  should  drive  him  from  their 
midst,  and  one  supernumerary,  who  heard  from  the 
cook  of  the  Trinity  tender  that  Brand  was  the  nephew 
of  a  baronet,  was  roughly  bidden  to  "close  his  rat-trap, 
or  he  might  catch  .something  he  couldn't  cat." 

So  Jim  now  contented  himself  by  remarking  dole- 
fully that  hail  his  advice  been  taken  "the  bloomin'  kid 
would  be  well  on  her  way  back  to  the  Scilly  Isl.es." 
_    '' You  must  not  say  that,"  was  the  grave  respond. 
The.se  things  are  determined  by  a  higher  power  than 
man's  intelligence.     Think  how  the  seeming  accident 
of  a  fallen  sail  saved  the  child  from  the  cormorants  and 
other  birds  -  how  a  chance  sea  fell  into  the  boat  and 
kept  her  alive  —  how  mere  idle  curiosity  on  my  part 
impelled  me  to  swim  out  and  investigate  matters." 
"That's  your  way  of  puttin'  it,"  Jim  was  forced  to 
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wy.  "You  knew  .inilo  well  lliut  tlierc-  mi^jlit  ho  a 
shark  in  Iht  wiikc,  ory<m  Houldn't  l„,vc  lukni  111.,  knife. 
An'  now  you  won't  linve  n.  word  .sai<l  al.out  it.  At  tlic 
botnl.nr,ln.o„t  of  Alexandria,  a  nies.stnatc  of  mine  col 
the  V.  C.  for  less." 

"The  real  point  is,  Jim,  that  we  have  not  yet  dis- 
covered what  ship  this  l)oat  helonfrs  to." 

"No,  an'  what's  more,  we  won't  find  out  in  a  hurry. 
Her  name's  jrone,  fore  and  aft." 
"  Is  there  nolhins  left  to  help  us .' " 
"Only  this." 

The  sailor  produre<l  the  brooi^Ii  from  his  waisteoat 
p<x.ket.  It  was  of  the  safety-pin  or.ler,  but  ma.le  of 
gol.l  and  ornamented  with  small  emeralds  set  as  a  four- 
leafed  shamrock. 

"  Is  the  maker's  name  on  the  sail  i  " 
"No.     I  fan<y  that  this  craft  was  rigge.l  on  board 
ship  for  harbor  eruisin'." 

Brand  passed  a  hand  wearily  across  his  forehead. 
_^  "  I  wish  I  had  not  been  .so  precipitate,"  he  murmured. 
'That  man  had  papers  on  him,  in  all  likelihood." 

"You  c.ildn't   have  stood  it,   mate.     It  was  bad 
enough  for  me.     It  must  ha'  bin  hell  for  you." 
■'Perhaps  the  baby's  clothes  are  marked." 
"  That's  a  chance.     She  was  well  rigged  out." 
Bran<l  cast  the  .shark  loose.     The  monster  slid  off 
mto  the  green  <lepths.     A  noiseless  procession  of  dim 
forms  rushed  after  the  carcas.s.     The  birds,  shrill  with 
disappointment,  darted  off  to  scour  the  neighboring 
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Bcyon.!   the   <li,n.iKi.,l   l,„at,   humping   ..„r„i,„t   tlic 


ro<k,  ami  tlic  li 


iiiKc  jaws   with   llu'ir  rows  of  w.mIj..'- 


ilmped  ti-otli,  naii^lit  r.Mriaiiir<l  l„  tcstifv  to  tl: 


Ik-  (Iraiiia 


liour  save  tlu-  1...1|,|..sh  l,a(,y  „„  „l,i,.l,  tho  l».a,|. 


of  tlie 

koc'iMT  was  waiting  so  so.iuloiislv. 

Alroa.ly  tl„.  siKnal  '•  l)„.t..r  ««nt,.<l"  was  flult..rinK 
from  the  li>;l,tl.,.us..  flafrstalf.  It  wo,,I,l  l,o  „ot,..l  at  Ih.- 
La..,|-s  K,„l  an.l  teloKra|,l„.,l  f„  IVn.a.i.v.  Tlu-  nu.rn- 
.%'  woul.l  1,0  W.1I  a.lva.Kr.l  h.-foro  help  <„„|,|  road,  the 
uulf  Hock  from  aslioro. 

Whon  Hraiul  an.l  Spoiuo  oMt<-ro.l  Jonos's  ho.lroom 
tlK-y  foi.i.,!  hi,,,  hard  at  work  washi,,^,  tho  ohihl's  oloth- 

"She's  nsloop."  ho  sai.l.  jorki„K  his  hoa.l  towards  a 
bunk.  "  I  gov-  hor  a  pi„t  of  „,ixt,iro.  Sho  orio,!  a  hit 
when  there  was  no  more  to  l,e  ha,l.  l,„t  a  war,,,  hall, 
with  .so„K-  horic  arid  i„  it  ,„ade  hor  sleepy.  A,.'  there 
she  is,  sniij;  as  a  eat." 

The  domesti.-atod  Jones  was  ,ip  to  his  ell.ows  in  a 
lather  of  soap. 

"Ilnve  you  noticed  any  hmn.lry  n.arks  or  initials  on 
her  clothing .» "  asked  Brand. 

"Yes.     Here  you  arc." 

He  fished  out  of  the  l.ul.l.Ios  a  little  vest,  on  which 
were  worked  the  letters  E.  T,  in  white  silk. 

"Ah!  That  is  very  iniportant.  Wc  can  establi.sh 
her  Klentity,  especially  if  the  laun.ivy  n.ark  i.s  there 
also. 

"  I'm  feared  there's  nothing  else,"  said  Jones      "  I've 
not  looked  very  carefully,  as  it'll  take  me  all  n,y  time 
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fo  8-H  "vcnthinj,'  ilrv  iiforc  111..  Iiijr  ,...nic 
imiiiii',  it  can't  he  ,|oik-.  Hut  my  lui.vus  ' 
luT  until  .sonul.o.ly  turns  up  to  claini  Ikt." 

"That  niiiy  l«.  urvcr." 

••Surely  wc  will  j-il  sonic  news  of  the  ship  which  was 
lost!" 

••  Yi-8,  tliat  is  little  enough  to  v\yn-vt.  Yet  it  is  more 
than  probalile  that  her  parents  an-  cloa.l.  A  baby 
would  be  separated  from  her  mother  only  by  the  moth- 
er's <lcHlh.  There  is  a  very  real  chanco  that  poor 
'E.  T.'  will  be  left  for  years  on  the  hands  of  those  who 
lake  charge  of  her  tiow.  The  only  alteriiutivc  is  the 
workhouse." 

"That's  so,  eap'n,"  put  in  Jim.  "  Vou  always  .lij; 
M  the  heart  of  a  subjcc",  even  if  it's  a  shark." 

"  In  a  wor<l,  Jones,  you  can  hanliy  be  asked  to  assume 
.nth  a  responsibility.  Xow  it  happens  that  I  can 
uiTord  to  adopt  the  child,  if  she  lives,  and  is  not  claimed 
by  relatives.  It  is  almost  a  duty  impo.sed  on  me  by 
events.  When  the  '  "'  -  ,,,,  therefore,  I  purpose 
asking  him  to  sec  •'  ,|  „ver  to  Mrs.  Shep- 

pard.  the  nur.sc  «•        ,u.  .y  own  little  girl.     I 

will  write  to  her.  My  tuin  ashore  comes  ne.\t  week. 
Then  I  can  devote  some  time  to  the  necessary  inquiries." 
Jones  made  no  protest.  He  knew  that  Brand's  sug- 
gestion was  a  good  one.  And  he  promised  silence  « ith 
regard  to  the  fight  with  the  shark.  Men  in  the  light- 
house .service  are  quick  to  grasp  the  motives  which 
cause  others  to  avoid  publicity.  They  live  sedate, 
lonely   lives.     The   noise,   the   rush,   the   purposeless 
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A  ChriihuiiKj 
m  livit.Vs  „f  rxistomv  usl,.,n-  uvnry  II.......     T\wy  l.nve 

''"■"  ''"""' '<"'"■'>"  tlu.  Tri..ity  n„H.re..  to  send 

tl.on.  Im.k  to  isolal,.,!  s!„ti.,„s  «1.,..,  ,,ro..,ol,.,I  ,„  1,k,„|. 
it.-s  whor..  tl...  ,,l«,surrs  a..,l  c.xcitcM.cnt.s  of  a  town 
wcri'  iivi.ilal>l<\ 

^  Ilavi.iK  <l..tir.i,i..,.,l  11...  Im.n.Mlint.-  fiitiiiv  of  little 
••  K.  T.."  wl.osc  .sl.n.nk....  fratiircvs  «vrc  now  |,Ia<,i,l  in 
■sl.-q..  ll...y  ,,.ii..tly  s.-parat,,!.  Hr«..,l  /].,„,,  l,i,„s,.|f 
weanly  i.ito  a  l,„..k  to  ol.lai..  a  .■■u,l.-,„.c.,k.,l  nvst  and 
the  otLcrs  l,„rr.V,l  to  ov.-rtak..  th..  ...a-.y  .h.ties  awaiti... 
flieni.  " 

WoatluT  r..,.ortH  a,„l  daily  journals  ,I,.n,an,K.,I  in- 
.sfu.t  alt....tion.  The  oil  ,.x,H.,.dit„rc..  tl...  brc.akaRo 
of  Klass  <.h.n.n,.y.s,  t|„.  <.ons...„,,tion  of  .stores,  l!,o  mc- 
toorologual  n-conls  -  „1|  nn.st  he  note.I.  An  efficient 
lookont  n.nst  I.e  ...ai..lai,.,.,l,  si„,.„ls  ansuen'd  or  hoisted 
everything  kept  spotlessly  ,.|..an,  „„,!  „,eals  cooked! 
Until  noon  each  day  a  rock  liRhthonse  is  the  .scone  of 
unrcntt.ng  diligence.  a..d  the  loss  of  nearly  an  hour 
and  a  half  of  Spence's  wat.h.  ad.le.l  to  the  presence  of 
tlie  bal.y  and  the  constant  care  which  one  or  other  of 
tl.2  two  men  bestowed  on  her,  made  the  remaining  time 
doubly  precious. 

About  m-ne  o'clock.  Brand  was  awakene.l  from  a 
heavy  slumber  by  .Jim's  hearty  voice: 

■  B,-cakfast  rea.ly,  cap'n.  Corfee,  eggs  an'  hmldiek 
-  it  for  the  Quee...  Co.l  ble.ss  her!  An'  baby's  had 
an.:'.V.r  pint  of  Jones's  b,ew  —  Lord  love  her  little 
eye*,  though  1  haven't  seen  'em  yet.     A  minnit  ago 
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Jones   sung    down   to   me  that  tlie  Lancelot  has  jnst 
cleared  Carn  du." 

The  concluding  statement  brought  Brand  to  his  feet. 
The  doctor  would  be  on  the  rock  by  the  time  breakfast 
was  ended  and  the  letter  to  Mrs.  Sheppard  written. 

When  the  dixtor  did  arrive  he  shook  his  head  du- 
biously at  first  sight  of  tlie  child. 

"I  don't  know  how  she  lived.  She  is  a  mere  skele- 
ton," he  said. 
Brand  explained  matters,  and  hinted  at  hi«  theory. 
"Oh,  the  ways  of  nature  are  wonderful,  "  admitted 
the  doctor.  "Sometimes  a  man  will  die  from  an  ab- 
surdly trivial  thing,  like  the  sting  of  a  wasp  or  the  cut- 
ting of  a  finger.  At  others,  you  can  fling  him  headlong 
from  the  .\lps  and  he  will  merely  suffer  a  bruise  or  two. 
Of  course,  this  infant  has  an  exceptionally  strong  con- 
stitution or  she  would  have  died  days  ago.  However, 
you  have  done  right  so  far.  I  will  sec  to  her  proper 
nourishment  during  the  next  few  days.  It  is  a  most 
extraordinary-  case." 

Jones  had  managed  so  well  that  the  child's  garments 
were  dry  and  well  aired.  Wrapped  in  a  clean  blanket, 
she  was  lowered  into  the  steamer's  boat,  but  the  doctor, 
preferring  to  jump,  was  soaked  to  the  waist  owing  to  a 
slip  on  the  weed-covered  rock. 

The  crew  of  the  tugboat  bailed  out  the  derelict  and 
towed  her  to  Penzance. 

That  evening  a  fisherman  brought  a  note  from  Mrs. 
Sheppard.     Among  other  things,  she  wrote  that  the 
baby's  clothes  were  beautifully  made  and  of  a  very  ex- 
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pensive  type.  She  «as  feverish,  the  .locf.r  sai.l 
but  the  con.lition  of  her  eyes  and  lips  ,v<,ul,I  ac- 
count for  this,  apart  from  the  effects  of  prolon-e.l 
exposure.  " 

Brand  read  the  letter  to  his  mates  when  the  trio  were 
enjoying  an   evening  pipe  on   the   "promenade,"  the 
outer  balcony  under  the  lantern. 
^^  "S'posc  her  people  don't  show  up,"  observed  Jim 
'  what  are  you  goiii'  to  call  her .' " 
"Trevillion,"  .said  Brand. 

The  otiiers  gazed  at  him  with  surprise.     The  prompt 
announcement  was  unexpected. 

"  I  have  told  you  about  the  fabled  land  of  Lyonncsse 
lying  there  beneath  the  sea,"  he  went  on,  pointing  to 
the  daric  blue  expanse  on  who.se  distant  confines^'the 
Scilly  Isles  were  silhouetted  by  the  last  glow  of  the 
vanished  sun.  "Well,  the  name  of  the  only  person 
who  escaped  from  that  minor  deluge  was  Trevillion 
It  IS  suitable,  and  it  accords  with  the  initial  of  her  prob- 
able surname." 

"Oh,  I  see,"  piped  Jones.  His  voiee,  always  high- 
pitched,  became  squeaky  w'.ien  his  brain  was  stirred 

"That's  O.K.  for  the  'T,'"  remarked  Jim,  "but 
what  about  the  '  E '  ?  "  Elizabeth  is  a  nice  name  when 
you  make  it  into  Bessie." 

"  I  think  we  should  keep  up  the  idea  of  the  Arthurian 
legend.    There  are  two  that  come  to  my  mind,  Elaine 
and  Enid.     Elaine  died  young,  the  victim  of  an  un- 
happy love.     Enid  became  the  wife  of  a  gallant  kni-ht 
Gawain,  who  was  "    ' 
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ever  foremost  in  the  chase. 

And  victor  at  the  tilt  and  tournament. 

They  called  him  the  great  Prince  and'man  of  men. 

Hut  Enid,  whom  her  ladies  loved  to  call 

Enid  the  Fair,  a  grateful  people  named 

Enid  the  Good." 

"That  settles  it,"  cried  Jim,  brandishing  his  pipe 
towards  Penzance.  "  I  hope  as  how  Miss  Enid  Trevil- 
hon  is  asleep  an'  doin'  well,  an'  that  she'll  grow  up  to 
be  both  fair  an'  good.  If  she  docs,  she'll  be  better'n 
most  women." 

Brand  made  no  reply.  He  went  within  to  attend  to 
the  lantern.  In  five  minutes  the  great  eyes  of  the 
Lizard,  the  Longships  and  the  Seven  Stones  Lightship 
were  solemnly  staring  at  tlieir  fellow-warden  of  the 
Gulf  Rock,  whilst,  in  the  far  west,  so  clear  was  the 
night,  the  single  flash  of  St.  Agnes  and  the  double  flash 
of  the  Bishop  illumined  the  sky. 
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CHAPTER  III 
THE  SIGNAL 

At  the  foot  of  a  Ion.  flight  of  steps  leading  from  the 
boa    ^uay  to  the  plao.d  water,  of  I'enzanee  h.rbo    a 
stoutly  built  craft  v/as  moored      Tt  1,„^  . 
this  hrmf,t  T„  moored.     It  liad  two  occupants 

^It  t  f     "^  '"'"■""*''• ""''  *'"^  --<'  -«--tiy 

ocal  squ^d  of  that  great  army  of  loungers  which  Jms 
to  thnve  m  tobacco-blessed  content  at  all  places  wire 
men  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships  es  wftere 

anlaVrf  ~*^'  °'  '  -ather-.eaten  fisherman 
The  man  was  scarred  and  blistered  by  wind  and 
wave  unt.    he  had  attained  much  outwardMmb,a„e^ 
o  h«  era  t.     Nevertheless,  man  and  boat  lookel  r. 
liable.     They  were  sturdy  and  strong;  antiquated   D.r 
haps  and  greatly  i„  want  of  a  new  cL;  brsttd:: 

S^i  h     Tf    "         '"    Pi'^l^^^d-driver,    2)a,>y.    ^e,^ 
Cornish  celebrities  of  note.     Not  once  b„t  r„        .• 

had  they  been  made  immorta  r;  Ih^run    h"' 
iramortalifv  of     t      1         .  "*^  uncertain 

immortality  of  art  -  by  painters  of  the  Newlyn  school 
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The  gill,  an  animated  cameo,  to  which  the  shabby 
picturo,s(iuencss  of  Old  Men  in  his  patched  garments 
and  old  Daimj  in  her  unkempt  solidity  supplied  a 
fitting  background,  merited  the  tacit  approval  she  re- 
ceived from  the  pipe-smokers. 

Flaxcn-hiiired,  blue-eyed,  with  a  face  of  a  delicate, 
flower-like  beauty  which  added  to  its  mobile  charm  by 
the  healthy  glow  of  a  skin  brightened  and  deepened  in 
tone  by  an  abi<ling  love  of  the  open  air,  she  suggested, 
by  her  attire,  an  artistic  stud*  of  tlie  color  effects  de- 
rivable from  the  <laringly  trustful  little  plant  which 
gave  the  boat  its  name.  She  wore  a  coat  and  skirt  of 
green  cloth,  lightly  hemmed  and  cuffed  with  dark  red 
braid.  Her  large  white  hat  was  trimmed  with  velvet 
of  a  tone  to  match  the  braid,  and  her  neatly  fitting 
brown  boots  and  gloves  were  of  the  right  shade.  Be- 
neath h  _'r  coat  there  was  a  glimpse  of  a  knitted  jersey 
of  soft  white  wool,  this  being  a  tribute  to  the  season, 
though  a  winter  in  Lyonncsse  can  usually  shrug  its 
cc  fortable  shoulders  at  the  deceitful  vagaries  of  the 
Riviera. 

That  she  was  a  young  person  of  .some  maritime  ex- 
perience was  visible  to  the  connoisseurs  above  at  a 
glance.  She  was  busily  engaged  in  packing  the  spa- 
cious lockers  of  the  Daisy  with  certain  stores  of 
apples,  oranges  and  vegetables  —  ranging  from  the 
lordly  new  potato  (an  aristocrat  at  that  time  of  the  year) 
to  the  plobcian  cabbage  —  and  her  lithe,  active  figure 
moved  with  aii  ease  born  of  confidence  in  the  erratic 
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sst:;.'^''^'"'"""  "^  ''"^''' """  --"^""^  by  a 

Pollard,  too.  wa.  overhauling  his  gear,  seeing  that 
mi'tT"  ^rl^t''^^^^  -d  the  tackle  ran'free. 

"Do  you  think  the  weather  will  hold,  Ben?"  asked 
the  g,rl  over  her  shoulder,  stooping  to  arrange  some 

r  BrLtedtir'  °^  --  '-^  ^-^^^  -•>- 

feli'owl^'T  •:f,"-'""'"'-  «"'*•  ""i-y."  ^aid  the  old 
norrard  it  on  y  means  a  drop  o'  wet." 
•'You  think  we  will  make  the  rock  in  good  time?" 

We  m  do  our  best.  Miss  Enid." 
She  sat  up  suddenly. 

"Don't  you  dare  tell  me,  Ben  Pollard,  that  after  all 
our  p^parahons  we  may  have  to  turn  back  or  run  fo 
mglonous  shelter  into  Lamoma." 

Her  mock  indignation  induced  a  massive  grin  "  A 
mahogany  table  breaking  into  mirth,"  wa.  Enid's  pti- 
vate  descnption  of  Ben's  face  when  he  smiled. 

Eeknaw  the  coast  as  well  almost."  he  said.   "Fur- 
ther go,  stronger  V.low,  'ee  knaw." 

"And  not  so  slow,  eh.  Ben?    Really,  you  and  the 
Dai^  look  more  tubby  eve,y  time  I  see  you." 
craft        ^'^"'^'^'  ^""''^d  ''^^^"ded  himself  and  his 

'•Me  an-  Daisy  'U  sail  to  Gulf  Light  quicker'n  any 
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other  two  tubs  in  Penzance,  missy  Iler  be  a  long  run 
at  this  time  o'  year,  but  you'm  get  there  all  right,  I 
'xpect.  Wi'  a  norrard  breeze  we'ni  be  safe  enough. 
If  the  wind  makes  'ee  c'n  zee  et  comin",  'ce  knaw." 

She  laughed  quietly.     Any  reflection  on  the  spanking 

powers  of  his  pilchard-driver  would  rouse  Ben  instantly. 

"As  if  I  didn't  know  all  you  could  teach  me,"  she 

cried,  "and  as  if  anyone  in  all  Cornwall  could  teach 

me  better." 

The  old  fisherman  was  mollified.  lie  looked  along 
the  quay. 

"Time  we'ra  cast  off,"  he  said.  "Miss  Constance 
be  a  plaguey  long  time  fetchin'  them  wraps." 

"Oh,  Ben,  how  can  you  say  that?  She  had  to  go 
all  the  way  to  the  Cottage.     Why,  if  she  ran  — " 

"  Here  she  be,"  he  broke  in,  "  an'  she  b'ain't  runnin' 
neither.     Her's  got  a  young  man  in  tow." 

What  announcement  would  straighten  the  back  of 
any  girl  of  nineteen  like  unto  that  ?  Enid  Trevillion 
turned  and  stood  upright. 

"  Why,  it's  Jack ! "  she  cried,  waving  a  delighted  hand. 
"  So  it  be,"  admitted  Pollard,  after  a  surprised  stare. 
"When  I  look  landward  my  eyes  b'ain't  so  good  as 
they  was." 

He  stated  this  fact  regretfully.  No  elderly  sea-dog 
will  ever  acknowledge  to  failing  vision  when  he  gazes 
at  the  level  horizon  he  knows  so  well.  This  is  no  pre- 
tence of  unwilling  age:  it  is  wholly  true.  The  settled 
chaos  of  the  shore  bewilders  him.  The  changeful  sea 
cannot. 
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Meanwhile,  the  dawdler,  lining  the  wharf,  following 
Emd  s  signals  with  their  eyes,  devoted  themseivo«rf 
covert  stanng  at  the  young  people  hurling  ajg  the 

\^TLnZ\         .r'"'''''''-     '"''''''''   ''he   would 
d  ence.     Taller  than  Enid,  she  had  the  brown  hair  and 

-f;tt:rii:d:^r^-r:^ 

n.n.ty  which  hfted  her  wholly  apart  f^  h    ^  r  f' 

wi|.e.ercise.and,ittrBe.^::Ltuetr 

much  abroad^   It  "  "  «'''  ^'"'  '^^^  "^^d 

en  abroad.       It  eame  as  a  surprise  to  learn  that  she 

had  never  crossed  the  Channel  '^arn  mat  she 

hop'TN  ""  ^/^'-'--*  John  Percival  Stan- 

evTk;  ^utfe';!"         '""^""^  ^  '^"^^  '"  !•--"«  to 
evoke  muttered  comment  from  the  gallery 

A  masterful  young  gentleman  he  looked,  and  one 
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ncrustDincd  to  Imviiifr  his  own  way  in  the  world,  whotlior 
in  love  or  war.     True  tyiH-  of  tin-  Hritish  sailor,  he  had 
the  physique  of  a  stronj;  man  and  the  adventurously 
cheerful  expression  of  a  boy. 

The  skin  of  his  face  and  hands,  olive-tinted  with  ex- 
posure, his  dark  hair  and  the  curved  eyelashes,  which 
droo|X!d  over  his  blue  eyes,  no  less  than  the  arti.stic  pro- 
eliWties  suggested  by  his  wcll-chi.seled  features  and 
long,  tapering  fingers,  proclaimed  that  Stanhope,  not- 
withstanding his  Saxon  surname  and  bluff  bearing, 
was  a  Celt.  His  mother,  in  fact,  was  a  Tregarthen  of 
Cornwall,  daughter  of  a  peer,  and  a  leading  figure  in 
local  society. 

One  may  ask:  "Why  should  a  youth  of  good 
birth  and  social  position  be  on  such  terms  of  casv 
familiarity  with  two  girls,  one  of  whom  was  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  lighthouse-keeper,  and  the  other  her  sister  by 
adoption  ?  " 

Indeed,  a  great  many  people  did  ask  this  pertinent 
question;  among  others.  Lady  Margaret  Stanhope  put 
it  often  and  pointedly  to  her  son,  without  any  cogent 
answer  being  forthcoming. 

If  she  were  denied  enlightenment,  although  her 
maternal  anxiety  was  justifiable,  the  smokers  on  the 
pier,  as  representing  the  wider  gossip  of  the  town  may 
also  be  left  unsatisfied. 

"This  is  a  nice  thing,"  he  cried,  when  he  came 

within  speaking  distance  of  the  girl  in  the  boat.     "I 

manage  to  bamboozle  the  admiral  out  of  three  days' 

leave  and  I  rush  to  Penzance  to  be  told  that  Constance 
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»nd  y„„  are  off  to  the  Gulf  ILxk  for  the  .lay.     R  i,  too 
bud  of  you,  Kiiid." 

Eyc.l.rows  were   ruise.l   ami  silent  winks  exchanged 
ttinong  the  human  sparrows  lining  the  rails. 

"So  Master  Jaek  .ame  to  see  Miss  Trevillion,  ch? 
\N  hat  would  her  la.lyship  say  if  she  heard  that  .=■" 
••  Why  not  come  with  us  ?  "    The  audacity  of  her! 
'By  Jove,"  he  agreed,  " that  would  be  jolly.     Look 
here.     Wait  two  minutes  until  I  scribble  a  line  to  the 
mater  —  " 

"Nothing  of  the  sort,  .Ja<k,"  interposed  the  other 
K.rl  <,metly,  taking  fron,  his  arn,  the  water-proof  cloaks 
he  was  .arrying  for  her.  "  V„„  know  La.ly  Margaret 
would  be  very  angry,  un.l  with  very  good  rc^ason.  More- 
over, dad  would  be  annoyed,  too." 

"The  old  girl  is  going  out  this  afternoon,"  he  pro- 
tested. 

"And  she  expects  you  l»  go  with  her.  Now,  Jack 
don  t  let  us  ,,uarrel  before  we  luive  met  for  five  minutes.' 
We  will  see  you  tomorrow." 

He  liclped  her  down  the  stone  steps. 
"Eni.l,"    he    murmured,    "Connie   and   you    must 
projmse  to  drive  with  me  to  Mo.vah  in  the  morning. 
1  wdl  call  for  you  at  eleven  sharp." 

"What  a  pity  you  can't  sail  out  to  the  rock  with  us 
today.     Tomorvah  is  so  distant." 

The  minx  lifted  her  blue  ey.'s  to  his  with  such  in- 
genuous  regret  in  then  that  Stanhope  laughed,  and  pipes 
were  shifted  to  permit  the  listeners  above  their  heads 
to  snigger  approval  of  her  quip. 
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"Dad  will  wiff  iis  enough  as  it  is,  Enid,"  sail)  IN» 
ofhor  (;irl.     "  Wf  arc  l)ringinB  '""i  «  IKa<e-offiring  of 
fruits  of  the  earth,  Jaik." 
"  Will  you  he  ahle  to  land  f " 

"One  never  can  tell.  It  all  depends  on  the  state  of 
the  sea  near  the  rock.  Anyhow,  we  can  have  a  chat, 
and  send  up  the  vegetables  l>y  the  derrick." 

"  We'm  never  get  there  thiccy  tide  if  we'm  stop  here 
much  longer,"  interrupted  Ben. 

"Hello,  old  grampus!  How  are  you?  Mind  you 
keep  these  young  ladies  off  the  stones." 

"And  mind  you  keep  your  tin-pot  off  the  stones," 
growled  Pollard.  "They  was  a-sayin'  larst  night  her 
were  aground  at  Portsea." 

"Tlicy  said  right.  Father  Ben.  That  is  why  I  am 
here." 

Enid  glanced  at  him  with  ready  anxiety.  There 
was  nothing  of  the  flirt  in  her  manner  now. 

"I  hope  you  had  no  mi.shap,"  she  said,  and  Con- 
stance mutely  echoed  the  inquiry.  Both  girls  knew 
well  what  a  serious  thing  it  was  for  a  youngster  to  run 
his  first  boat  ashore. 

"Don't  look  so  glum,"  he  chuckled.  "I  am  all 
right.  Got  a  bit  of  kudos  out  of  it  really.  We  fouled 
the  Volcanic  and  strained  our  steering  gear.  That 
is  all." 

It  was  not  all.     He  did  not  mention  that,  during  a 
torpedo  attack  on  a  foggy  night,  he  ran  up  to  three 
battleships  undefended  by  nets  and  stenciled  his  ini- 
tials within  a  white  square  on  five  different  parts  of 
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their  8leck  hulls,  thu.s  signifying  to  an  indignant  a.lmirnl 
an,l  three  eonfomi.led  captains  (dictionary  meaning  of 

confounded")  that  these  leviathans  had  been  in- 
gloriously  sunk  at  their  moorings  by  torpedoes. 

"It  sounds  unconvincing,"  said  Constance.  "You 
must  supply  .Ictails  tomorrow.  Enid,  that  horrid  pun 
of  yours  ruins  the  word." 

•|Are   we   also  to   supply    luncheon?"   chimed   in 

"Perish  the  thought.  I  have  lived  on  .sandwiches 
and  bottled  beer  for  a  week.     There!     Off  you  go." 

He  gave  the  boat  a  vigorous  push  and  stood  for  a 
little  while  at  the  foot  of  the  steps,  o.stensibly  tr,  light  a 
cigar.  He  watched  Constance  shipping  the  rudder 
whilst  Enid  hoisted  the  sail  and  old  Ben  plied  a  pair  of 
oars  to  carr/  the  boat  into  the  fair  way  of  the  channel 

They  neared  the  harbor  lighthouse.  The  brown 
sail  filled  and  the  Dainj  got  way  on  her.  Then  she 
.sped  round  the  en.l  of  the  solid  pier  and  vanished 
whereupon  Lieutenant  Stanhope  walked  slowly  to  the 
Promenade,  whence  he  could  see  the  diminishing  speck 
of  canvas  on  the  shining  sea  until  it  was  hidden  by 
Clement's  Island. 

At  last,  the  devotees  of  twist  and  shag,  resting  their 
tired  arms  on  the  railing,  were  able  to  exchange  com- 
ments. 

"Brace  o'  fine  gells,  them,"  observed  the  acknowl- 
edged leader,  a  broken-.lown  "captain"  of  a  mine 
abandoned  soon  after  his  birth. 

"Fine."    agreed    his    nearest    henchman.    Then 
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catchiiiR  the  gloom  of  the  captain's  gaze  after  Stan- 
hope's  ntrtating  figure,  he  added: 

"But  what  docs  that  young  spark  want,  turn- 
ing their  pretty  heads  for  them,  I  should  like  to 
know  ?  " 

"They  did  n't  seem  partic'lar  stuck  on  'im,"  ven- 
tured another. 

"The  ways  of  women  is  curious,"  pronounced  the 
oracle.     "  I  once  knew  a  gell  —  " 

But  his  personal  reminiscences  were  not  of  value. 
More  to  the  point  was  the  garhlcd,  but.  in  the  main, 
accurate  account  he  gave  of  the  rescue  of  an  unknown 
child  by  one  of  the  keepers  of  the  Gulf  Rock  lighthouse 
on  a  June  morning  eighteen  years  earlier. 

Stephen  Brand  was  the  name  of  the  man,  and  there 
was  a  bit  of  a  mystery  about  him,  too.  They  all  knew 
that  a  light-keeper  earned  a  matter  of  X70  to  £80  a 
year  — not  enough  to  maintain  a  daughter  and  an 
adopted  child  in  slap-up  style,  was  it?  A  small  villa 
they  lived  in,  and  a  governess  they  had,  and  ponies  to 
ride  when  they  were  big  enough.  The  thing  was  ridic- 
ulous, wasn't  it  ? 
Everybody  agreed  that  it  was. 

People  said  Brand  was  a  swell.  Well,  that  might 
or  might  not  be  true.  The  speaker  did  not  think  much 
of  him.  He  was  a  quiet,  unsociable  chap,  though 
Jones,  a  Trinity  pensioner,  who  kept  the  "Pilchard 
and  Seine"  now,  wouldn't  hear  a  wrong  word  about 
him,  and  always  called  him  "cap'n."  A  pretty  sort  of 
a  captain!  But  then,  they  all  knew  what  an  old  slow- 
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lli<  ''..-c  wa.s  S|Hn<c,  lanii-  Jim.  «|i„  liv,.,|  „t 
Marazion:  he  lol.l  a  fine  tale  almut  a  R^Ul  ulll,  a  sl,«rl< 
before  Urand  n.a.l.e.l  Ihe  boat  in  wl.i.l,  „a.s  the  bless,.d 
l>ahy  -  that  very  ^irl,  Eiii.l,  they  l,a,|  j„,t  seen.  Was 
It  true?  HoweouMhesay?  There  was  a  lot  almnt 
■t  at  the  tnne  in  the  loeal  pa,x.r.s,  h„t  j„st  then  hi.,  own 
nund  wa.s  given  to  thou^hls  of  enhstin^.  as  a  llrilish 
ev|KHhtion  was  marclmi^  a.ross  the  .lesert  to  relieve 
Khartoum  —  and  cause  (Jordon's  death. 

No:  Urand  and  the  two  girls  ha.l  not  dwell  all  Ihe 
l.me  .n  Penzanee.  The  lighl-keeiHrs  went  all  over 
the  kingdom,  you  know,  hut  he  had  hit  upon  .some  .sort 
of  fog-signal  fa.l  -  IJran.l  was  alwavs  a  nmu  of  fads- 
he  once  told  the  sjK'aker  that  all  li>e  I'olwca  Mine 
wanted  wa.s  work  -  an.l  the  (Jnlf  Uo,.k  was  the  l.cst 
place  for  trying  it.  At  his  own  re,,uest  Ihe  Trinily 
people  sent  him  buck  there  two  years  ago.  Some  folk 
had  ,,ueer  ta.stes.  hadn't  they?  .\nd  talking  so  nuuh 
liad  made  him  dry. 

Then  the  conversation  languished,  as  the  only  ol,- 

VIOU.S  remark  ,.f  any  importance  was  not  forthcoming 

Meanwhile,  the  l)ai>,y  s,k-.I  buoyantly  I.,  vards  the 

southwest.     Although    she    wa.s    b,-oad    in    b.n.n    ,,.ul 

staunch  from  thwart  to  keel  it  was  no  light  undcrt.ki 


to  run  fourteen  miles  out  and  h< 


But  old  Hen  Pollard  k 


line  in  such  a  crafl. 


;mg 


mew  what  lie  was  about.  Not 
unt.1  the  granite  pillar  of  the  distant  Gidf  ;  ock  op,  •, 
up  beyond  Cam  du  was  it  necessary  to  turn  the  boalJ 
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head  seawards.  Even  then,  by  steering  close  to  the 
RunneLstone,  they  need  not,  .hiring  two-thirds  of  the 
time,  be  more  than  a  mile  or  so  distant  from  one  of  the 
many  creeks  in  which  tliey  could  secure  shelter  in  case 
of  a  sudden  change  in  the  weather. 

Thenceforward  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  a  straight 
run  of  six  miles  to  the  rock,  behind  which  lay  the  Scilly 
Isles,  forty  miles  away,  and  well  below  the  boat's 
ho.-izon. 

So,  when  the  moment  came  for  the  final  decision  to 
be  made.  Pollard  cast  an  anxious  eye  at  a  great  bank 
of  cloud  mounting  high  in  the  north. 

There  wa.s  an  ominous  drop  in  the  temr^erature,  too. 
The  rain  he  anticipated  might  turn  to  snow,  and  snow 
is  own  brother  to  fog  at  sea,  though  both  are  generally 
absent  from  the  Cornish  littoral  in  winter. 

"Ben,"  cried  Enid,  breaking  off  a  vivid  if  merciless 
description  of  a  new  disciple  who  had  joined  the  artistic 
coterie  at  Newlyn,  "  what  are  you  looking  at  ?  " 

He  scratched  his  head  and  gazed  fixedly  at  the  white 
battalions  sweeping  in  aerial  conquest  over  the  land. 
"She  do  look  like  snaw,"  he  admitted. 
"Well,  what  docs  that  matter?" 
Without  waiting  for  orders  Constance  had  eased  the 
helm  a  trifle.     The  Daky  was  now  fairly  headed  for 
the  rock.     With  this  breeze  she  would  be  there  in  less 
than  an  hour. 

"  Tt  be  a  bit  risky,"  grumbled  Ben. 
"We  will  be  alongside  the  lighthouse  before  there 
can  be  any  serious  downfall,"  said  practical  Constance. 
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"Surely  we  can  make  the  land  again  no  matter  how 
thick  the  weather  may  be." 

Ben  allowed  himself  to  be  persuaded.  In  after  life 
he  would  never  admit  that  they  were  free  agents  at  that 
moment. 

"  It  had  to  be,"  he  would  say.  "  It  wur  in  me  mind  to 
argy  wi'  she,  but  I  just  couldn't.  An'  how  often  do  us  zee 
snaw  in  Carnwall  ?  Not  once  in  a  blue  moon."  And  who 
would  dispute  him  ?     No  West-country  man,  certainly. 

At  a  distance  of  five  miles  one  small  fishing  craft  is 
as  like  another  as  two  Liliputians  to  the  eye  of  Gulliver. 
In  a  word,  it  needs  acquaintance  and  nearness  to  dis- 
tinguish them. 

As  it  happened,  Stephen  Brand  did  happen  to  note 
the  Daily  and  the  course  she  was  shaping.  But,  dur- 
ing the  short  interval  when  his  telescope  might  have 
revealed  to  him  the  identity  of  her  occupants,  he  was 
suddenly  called  by  telephone  from  the  oil-room  to  the 
kitchen.  When  next  he  ran  aloft  in  a  wild  hurry  to 
signal  for  assistance,  he  found,  to  his  despair,  that  the 
Land's  End  was  already  blotted  out  in  a  swirling  snow- 
storm, and  the  great  plain  of  blue  sea  had  shrunk  to  a 
leaden  patch  whose  visible  limits  made  the  reef  look 
large  by  comparison. 

With  the  mechanical  precision  of  habit  he  set  the 
big  bell  in  motion.  Its  heavy  boom  came  fitfully 
through  the  pelting  snow-flakes  to  the  ears  of  the  two 
girls  and  old  Ben.  The  latter,  master  of  the  situation 
now,  announced  his  intention  to  'bout  ship  and  make 
for  Mount's  Bay. 

[40  J 


( 


The  Pillar  of  Light 
"  'Ee  doaii-  ketch  nie  tnin'  to  sail  close  to  Gulf  H.kK 
when  Ve  caM't  zoo  a  bcufs  kngth  ahead."  lu-  said,  em- 
pim  ua!!y.  "  I  be  sorry,  l.uiios  both,  but  'ec  knaw  how 
the  tule  runs  over  the  reef,  a,.'  'les  easy  to  drive  to  the 
wr.,ng  side  of  t!.e  light.  We'n,  to'  again  tomorrow. 
On  y  the  (lovers  'il  sj.ilo.     All  the  rest  —  " 

Crash!  A  lon<l  explosion  !,„rst  forth  from  the  dense 
heights  of  the  stor.-,.  The  Dahy,  sturdy  as  she  was 
seeme<  to  shiver.  Tb..  very  air  tren.bled  with  the  din. 
I  ollard  had  h.s  hand  on  the  sail  to  swing  it  to  starboar.i 
when  Constance  put  the  tiller  over  to  bring  the  boat', 
head  up  against  the  win.l.  For  an  instant  he  hesitated. 
Even  he  ver.sed  in  the  ways  of  the  ...a,  was  startled. 
«o  h  girls  positively  jumped,  the  sudden  bang  of  the 
rocket  was  so  unexpected. 

_  "Mister  Brand  must  ha'  zeed  us."  pronounced  Ben. 
1  hat  s  a  wamin'  to  we  to  go  back." 
The  words  ha<l  scarce  left  his  lips  when  another  re- 
port smote  the  great  silence,  other^vLse  unbroken  save 
by  the  <,uiet  plash  of  the  ,sea  against  the  bows  and  the 
famt  reverberations  of  the  distant  bell. 

"  That  is  too  urgent  to  be  intended  for  us,"  said  Con 
stance.  -  We  were  just  half  way  when  the  snow  con,- 
menced." 

"I  did  not  notice  any  vessel  near  the  rock,"  cried 
Enid,  tremulously.     "  Did  you,  Ben  ?  " 

Pollard's  slow  utterance  was  not  quick  enough.  Be- 
fore he  <oul<l  answer,  a  third  rocket  thundered  its  over- 
powering summons. 

"  That  is  the '  Help  wanted '  signal,"  cried  Constance 
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'Ben,  tlicrp 


iicstion  now 
p   our   present    course 


of  goinc;  haek.     Wt 


twenty    ininntes 
The  bell   will 


must  keep  our  present  course  for 
at  least,  and  then  fake  to  the  oars 
guide  us." 

"Oh,  yes,  Ben,"  agreed  Enid.  "Something  has 
gone  wrong  on  the  roek  itself.  I  am  quite  sure  there 
was  no  .ship  near  enough  to  be  in  trouble  already." 

"By  gum,  we'm  zee  what's  the  matter,"  growled 
Ben.  "Steady  it  i.s.  Miss  Ilrand.  Ef  we'm  in  trouble 
I'd  as  soon  ha'  you  two  gells  aboard  as  any  two  men  in 
Penzance." 

At  another  time  the  compliment  woidd  have  earned 
him  a  torrent  of  sarcasm.  Now  it  passed  unheeded. 
The  situation  was  bewildering,  alarming.  There  were 
three  keepers  in  the  lighthou.se.  The  signal  foreboded 
illness,  sudden  and  serious  illness.     WIio  could  it  be  ? 

In  such  a  crisis  charity  begins  at  home.  Constance, 
with  set  face  and  shining  eyes,  Enid,  flushed  and  on 
the  verge  of  tears,  feared  lest  their  own  beloved  one 
should  be  the  sufFerer. 

To  each  of  them  Stephen  Bran<l  was  er|ually  a  kind 
and  devoted  father.  He  never  allowed  Enid  to  feel 
that  she  was  dependent  on  his  bounty.  Only  the  other 
day,  when  she  hinted  at  the  adoption  of  an  art  career 
as  a  future  means  of  earning  a  livelihood,  he  approved 
of  the  necessary  study  but  laughed  at  the  reason. 

"  With  your  pretty  face  and  .saucy  ways,  Enid,"  he 

said,  "I  shall  have  trouble  enough  to  keep  you  in  the 

nest  without  worrying  as  to  the  manner  of  your  leaving 

it.     Work  at  your  drawing,  by  all  means.    Avoid  color 
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as  the  bane  of  true  nit.     But  where  Connie  and  I  live 
you  shall  live,  until  you  choose  to  forsake  us." 

No  wonder  the.se  girls  thought  there  was  no  other 
man  in  the  world  like  ".lad."  Their  delightful  home 
was  idyllic  in  its  happiness:  their  only  sorrow  that  Brand 
should  be  away  two  months  out  of  thne  on  account  of 
the  pursuit  in  which  he  passed  his  liours  of  leisure 
during  recent  years. 

Neither  dared  to  look  at  the  other.  They  could  not 
trust  themselves  even  to  speak.  There  was  relief  in 
action,  for  thought  was  torture. 

The  docile  Daisy  steadily  forged  through  the  waves. 
The  spasmodic  clang  of  the  bell  came  more  clearly 
each  minute.  Pollar.1,  kneeling  in  the  bows,  peered 
mto  the  gloom  of  the  swirling  snow.  lie  listened 
eagerly  to  the  bell.  With  right  hand  or  left  he  mo- 
tioned to  Constance  io  bring  the  boat's  head  nearer  to 
the  wind  or  permit  the  sail  io  fill  out  a  little  more. 

Enid,  ready  to  cast  the  canvas  loose  at  the  first  hint 
of  danger,  consulted  her  watch  frequently.     At  last 
she  cried: 
"Twenty  minutes.  Hen." 

What  a  relief  it  was  to  hear  her  own  voice.  The 
tension  was  becoming  unbearable. 

"  Right  y'  are,  missy.  No  need  to  slack  off  yet.  'Tes 
clearin'  a  bit.  We'm  heave  to  alongside  the  rock  in 
less'n  no  time." 

The  fisherman  was  right.     His  trained  senses  per- 
ceived a  distinct  diminution  in  the  volume  of  snow. 
Soon  they  could  see  fifty,  a  hundred,  two  hundred  yards 
[52] 


The  Signal 
ahead.     On  tlie  starboard  quarter  they  caught  a  con- 
fused  rushing  noise,   Hkc  the  subdued  murmur  of  a 
millrace.     The  tide  had  covered  th<!  rock. 

"  Luff  et  i.s ! "  roared  Ben,  suddenly.     "  Steady  now." 

Out  of  tlie  bhirred  vista  a  ghostly  column  rose  in 
front.  Smooth  and  sheer  were  its  granite  walls,  with 
dark  little  casements  showing  black  in  the  weird  light. 
The  boat  rushe.l  past  the  Trinity  niooring-buoy.  She 
held  on  until  they  heard  the  sea  breaking. 

"Lower  away!"  cried  Ben,  and  the  yard  fell  with  a 
sharp  rattle  that  showed  how  thoroughly  Enid  had  laid 
to  heart  Pollard's  tuition. 

Constance  brought  the  Daisy  round  in  a  wide  cur\e, 
and  Ben  got  out  the  oars  to  keep  her  from  being  dashed 
against  the  reef. 

Enid's  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  gallery  beneath 
the  lantern. 

"Lighthouse  ahoy!"  she  screamed  in  a  voice  high- 
pitched  with  emotion. 

There  was  no  answering  clang  of  the  door  leading 
from  the  room  on  a  level  with  the  balcony.  Not  often 
had  the  girls  vi>  d  the  rock,  but  they  knew  that  tliis 
was  the  first  sig.,  they  might  expect  of  their  arrival 
bemg  noted  if  there  wi  re  no  watchers  pacing  the  "  prom- 
enade." 

"  Help  us,  Ben,"  cried  Constance,  and  their  united 
shouts  might  be  heard  a  mile  away  in  the  prevailing 
stillness.  A  window  half  way  up  the  tower  was  opened. 
A  man's  head  and  shoulders  appeared. 

It  was  Stephen  Brand. 
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"Thniik  CkkI!"  mtiriiuirrd  Constance. 
Enid,  on  whose  sensitive  soul  the  storm,  the  signal, 
the  hissing  rush  of  the  boat  through  the  waves,  had  cast 
a  spell  of  indefinite  terror,  bit  her  lip  to  restrain  her  tears. 
Brand  gave  a  glance  of  amazement  at  the  three  up- 
lifted faces.     But  this  was  no  time  for  surprise  or  ques- 
tion. 

"I  am  coming  down,"  he  shouted.  "Providence 
must  have  sent  you  at  this  moment." 

lie  vanished. 

"  What  can  it  be  ? "  said  Constance,  outwardly  calm 
now  in  the  assurance  that  her  father  was  safe. 

"  Must  ha'  bin  a  accident,"  said  Ben.  "  That  signal 
means  '  Bring  a  doctor.'  An'  there  ain't  a  blessed  tug 
in  harbor,  nor  won't  be  till  the  tide  makes." 

"  That  will  mean  delay,"  cried  Enid. 

"  Five  or  six  hours  at  least,  missy." 

The  main  door  at  the  head  of  the  iron  ladder  clamred 
to  the  stones  swung  back,  and  Brand  leaned  out.  He 
had  no  greeting  for  them,  nor  words  of  astonishment. 

"When  will  the  tug  reach  here.  Ben?"  he  asked. 

The  fisherman  told  him  the  opinion  he  had  formed. 

"Then  you  girls  must  come  and  help  me.  Jackson 
scalded  his  hands  and  arms  in  the  kitchen,  and  Bates 
was  hurrying  to  the  store-room  for  oil  and  whitening 
when  he  slipped  on  the  stairs  and  broke  his  leg.  We 
must  get  them  both  ashore.     Ben,  you  can  take  them  ?  " 

"Ay,  ay,  .sir." 

"Now,  Constance,  you  first.     Hold  tight  and  stand 
in  the  skip.     Your  boat  cannot  come  near  the  rock  " 
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He  swung  the  dcriick  into  pince  and  began  to  work 
the  win<lluss.  Constance,  cool  as  lier  father,  whis- 
pered to  the  excited  Enid: 

"  Let  us  divide  the  parcels  and  take  half  each." 

'^Oh,  I  should  have  forgotten  all  about  them,"  said 
Enid,  stooping  to  empty  the  lockers. 

Constance,  without  flickering  an  eyelid,  stepped  into 
the  strong  basket  with  its  iron  hoops,  and,  having  ar- 
ranged some  of  the  plethoric  paper  bags  at  her  feet, 
told  her  father  to  "  hoist  away." 

She  arrived  safely.  Enid  followed  her,  with  equal 
sangfroid,  though  a  lift  of  forty  odd  feet  whilst  standing 
in  a  skip  and  clinging  to  a  rope  is  not  an  every-day  ex- 
perience. 

"Dang  me,"  .said  Ben,  as  Enid,  too,  was  swung  into 
the  lighthouse,  "but  they're  two  plucked  'uns." 

The  great  bell  tolled  away,  fh,  ,gh  the  snow  had 
changed  to  sleet,  and  the  heights  beyond  the  Land's 
End  were  dimly  visible,  so  its  warning  note  was  no 
longer  needed.  The  sky  above  was  clearing.  A 
luminous  haze  spreading  over  the  waters  heralded  the 
return  of  the  sun.  Hut  the  wind  was  bitterly  cold  •  the 
fisherman  watching  tlic  open  door,  with  one  eye  on 
the  sea  lest  an  adventurous  wave  should  sweep  the 
Daisy  against  the  rock,  murmured  to  himself  r 

"'Tes  a  good  job  the  wind  's  i'  tlie  norrard.  This 
sort  o'  thing's  a  weather-breeder,  or  my  name  ain't 
Ben  Pollard." 

And  that  was  how  Enid  came  back  to  the  Gulf  Rock 
to  enter  upon  the  second  great  epoch  of  her  life. 
[  5.-,  1 


/ 


The  Pillar  of  Light 

Once  More  had  the  reef  taken  her  to  its  rough  heart 
and  fended  her  from  peril.  Would  it  shield  her  again 
—  rescue  her  from  the  graver  danger  whose  shadow 
even  now  loomed  out  of  the  deep.  What  was  the  bell 
saying  in  its  wistful  monotony  ? 

Enid  neither  knew  nor  cared.  Just  then  she  had 
other  things  to  think  about 
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CHAPTER  IV 
THE  VOICE  OF  THE  REEF 

Thehe  comes  a  time  in  the  life  of  every  thinking  man 
or  woman  when  the  argosy  of  existence,  floating  placidly 
on  a  smooth  and  lazy  stream,  gathers  unto  itself  speed, 
rushes  swiftly  onward  past  familiar  landmarks  of  cus- 
tom and  convention,  boils  furiously  over  resisting  rocks 
and  ultimately,  if  not  submerged  in  an  unknown  sea,' 
finds  Itself  again  meandering  through  new  plains  of 
wider  horizon. 

Such  a  perilous  passage  can  never  be  foreseen.  The 
rapids  may  begin  where  the  trees  arc  highest  and  the 
meadows  most  luxuriant.  No  warning  is  given.  The 
mcreased  pace  of  events  is  pleasant  and  exhHarating 
Even  the  last  wild  plunge  over  the  ca,scade  is  neither 
resented  nor  feared.  Some  frail  craft  are  shattered  in 
transit,  some  wholly  sunken,  .some  emerge  with  riven 
sails  and  tarnished  embellishments.  A  few  not  only 
survive  the  ordeal,  but  thereby  fit  them.selvcs  for  more 
danng  exploits,  more  soul-stirring  adventures. 

When  the  two  giris  stood  with  Stephen  Brand  in  the 
narrow  entrance  to  the  lighthouse,  the  gravity  of  their 
bright  young  faces  was  due  solely  to  the  fact  that  their 
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falhiT  had  nnnoiiiircd  tlir  s.Tioiis  nccidonts  wliuli  Imd 
bofallrn  his  ussistniits.  X„  s.-cr.-t  iii<)iiif„r  «his|«.r,.d 
tliat  fate,  in  her  Ik>I<I  and  nuTciioss  dramntio  action, 
had  ronghly  rcrnovod  tuo  clmraclcrs  from  the  staj,',  to 
clear  it  for  more  strikinjj  events. 

Not  once  in  twenty  years  has  it  lii.ppene.l  that  two 
out  of  the  three  keeiM-rs  nmintaine<l  „n  a  rock  station 
within  siRnalinp  .listance  of  the  sliore  Imve  l)econic 
incapacitated  for  .h'ly  on  tlie  .same  dav.  The  thinfj 
was  so  bcwil.lerin-ly  sudden,  the  arrival  of  Constance 
and  Enid  on  the  scene  so  linu'Iy  an.!  nnexpected.  that 
Hrand,  a  philosopher  of  ready  decision  in  most  affairs 
of  life,  was  at  a  loss  what  to  ,1„  for  the  l>est  nou  that 
help,  of  a  .sort  undreamed  of,  was  at  han.l. 

The  ca.se  of  Jackson,  who  was  scul.led,  was  simple 
enough.  The  IJoar.l  of  Trade  medicine  chest  siipplie.l 
to  each  lighthouse  is  a  facsimile  of  that  carried  l.y 
every  .sea-going  steamship.  It  contained  the  ordi- 
nary remedies  lor  such  an  injury,  an.l  there  woul.I 
be  little  difficulty  or  danger  in  lowering  the  sufferer  to 
the  boat. 

But  Hates's  affair  was  different.  He  lav  almost 
where  he  had  fallen.  Urand  had  only  lifte.lliim  into 
the  store-room  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  placing  a 
pillow  beneath  his  head,  and  app»-aling  both  to  him 
and  to  Jackson  to  endure  tlieir  torture  unmoved  whilst 
he  went  to  signal  for  assistance. 

The  problem  that  confronted  him  now  was  one  of 
judgment.     Was  is  belter  to  await  the  coming  of  the 
doctor  or  endeavor  to  transfer  Hates  to  the  boat  ? 
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II.-  consultcl  n,.,.  l'.,llur,l  af;..iii:  tia.  Rirls  w.-rt-  nl- 

"'"'>■  '•' '"K  ""•  ■*•"•!'  "lairs  to  sviiipatliizu  will,  ami 

trnd  to  llie  injiiri'.l  iiioii. 

"  !)'>  you  think  it  will  |,|„w  l,ar<k.r.  Hon,  when  the 
tido  turns?"  ho  asked. 

The  <,ki  fdh.w  s.-en.od  to  roKurd  tl„.  .puvstion  as  most 
niliTcstinK  an.l  novel.  Indeed,  to  hi,,,,  sonie  .sneh 
c|nery  an<l  its  eonsideration  |,r,)vi<le<l  the  chief  problem 
of  each  day.  Therefore  he  surveyc.l  land,  sea  and  sky 
most  cariliilly  l)ef(ire  he  replied: 

"It  may  l,e  a'niost  aiivlhi,,^.  ufore  nlKht,  Misser 
Hrand." 

At  anolher  time  Hrand  would  have  smile.l.  To<luy 
he  W.1.S  nervous,  di.straUKht,  wrenched  out  of  the  worn 
rut  of  thinf;s. 

■•  I  fancy  there  is  some  chance  of  the  doctor  being 
unable  to  land  when  he  reaches  the  rock.  Do  you 
agree  with  me .' " 

His  voice  rang  sharply.  Ben  caught  its  note  and 
dropped  his  weather-wise  ambiguity. 

'•It'll  blow  harder,  an'  mebbe  snaw  agin,"  he  said. 

"I  shall  need  some  help  here  in  that  case,  so  I  will 
rotain  the  young  hulies.  Of  course  you  can  manage 
the  boat  easily  enough  without  them  ?  " 

Poll    -d  grinned  reassuringly. 

"A\cm  run  straight  in  wi'  thiccy  wind,"  he  said. 

So  they  settled  it  that  way.  all  so  simply. 

A  man  .s<ts  up  two  slim  masts  a  thousand  miles  apart 

and  fla,shes  comprehensible  messages  across  the  void. 

The  multitude  gapes  at  first,  but  soon  accepts  the  thing 
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a.  „.«.s.,nal.k-.     -  Uir.  1...  ,.|,.j;r„,.l.y  "  i.  ,he  term,  „, 
"lie  .sav.s  "li_v  iiiuil." 

A  whole  dm,„„  wa,  flowinR  „vc-r  u  <.,.rvo  ..f  tl,,.  oaHl, 
"t  that  ...oment  l.ut  the  M„re,.„i  stali..,,  was  invisil.l,. 
I  here  was  „o  expert  i„  lelepathie  sensatio.,  ,,r,.M.„(  ,  , 
tcl  nran.l  ami  the  fi.sherma,,  that  their  e,.,n.n.„.ph.,.,. 
words  coveri'd  u  majjie  eo<le. 

Jncksoti.  white  nn.l  mute,  was  lowered  (irsi      '11,,. 
brave  fellow  wouhl  not  eontent   Imoself  with   „„rsi„ 
h.s  agony  amidst  the  eushions  ,.ft.     When  15«les  L-ive,. 
.sonie  .slight  strc-ngth  l,y  a  stiff  dose  of  l.randv.  was  .-a,.. 
r..-.l.  w>lh  infinite  earc>.  ,l„wn  Ihri-e  flights  of  steep  an.l 
narrow  stairs,  an.l  slung  to  the  crane  in  an  iron  eot  to 
be  lowere.l  in  his  turn.  Jackson  stood  up.     Heedless 
of  ren,onstrances.  he  helped  to  steady  the  cot  and  adjust 
It  amidships  clear  of  the  sail. 
■'Well  done.  Artie."  said  Brand's  clear  voice. 
"Oh.  brave!"  murmured  Enid. 
"We  will  visit  you  every  day  at  the  hospital."  sang 
out  Constance. 

Jackson  smile.I.  yes.  smiled,  though  his  bandaged 
arms  quivered  and  the  .seared  nerves  of  his  hands 
throbbed  excruciatingly.  Speak  aloud  he  could  not 
^  et  he  bent  over  his  more  helpless  mate  and  whispered 
hoarsely : 

"Cheer  up.  old  man.     Your  case  is  worse'n  mine. 
An  ye  did  it  for  me." 

Pollard,  with  a  soul  gnarled  as  his  body,  yet  had  a 
glimpse  of  higher  things  when  he  muttered- 
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'•  I)>.  think  yc  can  l.„l,|  her.  nmti-.  whiles  I  hoixt  the 
doth? 

Jfukson  n,„iao,l.  The  rera-st  wa,  a  c-on.pliment. 
a  r«.<,Knition.  He  .,at  down  and  hooked  the  tiller  U- 
tweon  am,  «„d  ril.s.  Ben  hauled  with  a  will;  the 
I>a,>y,  as  if  ,he  wer^-  glad  to  e«ape  the  ca«ade»  of 
green  water  swirling  over  the  rck,  sprang  into  instant 
«n.mat.on.  The  watche.-s  from  the  lighthouse  saw 
«en  relieve  the  steersman  and  ten.lcrly  arrange  the 
cushions  iH-hind  his  ba<k.  Then  Brand  closed  the  iron 
d(«rs  and  the  three  were  left  i„  dim  ol,s<-urity. 

They  <limbe.l  nearly  a  hundred  feet  .,f  stairways 
and  emerged  on  to  the  cornice  balcony  after  Brand 
had  stopptHl  the  cI-K^kwork  which  controlled  the  ham- 
mer of  the  bell. 

What  a  difr,,vn>.v  no  h-re!  The  sea,  widened  im- 
measurably, ;...i  .s,,,,,.,  I  it,  ,„,„,     ^^^  ij  ^^  ^ 

sullen  blue  .v  VI..  l..d  was  nearer  and  higher. 
The  i)a«y  ..,..( ..  hr,::.;.  ,,,  „  ...Jash  of  dull  browa  on  the 
tremendou..  h  ^  ar.  ,  -..H.  (,ow  fieree  and  keen  the 
wind!  Ho,,  a  -,o..,  ,:„(..  tiK  murmur  of  the  reef! 
Brand,  adjusts,;  >.,.  > , . , cuiars,  scrutinized  the  boat. 
AH  right  aboard,-  he  said.  "I  think  we  have 
adopted  the  wiser  course.  They  will  reach  Penzance 
by  half-past  two." 

His  ne.xt  glance  was  towards  the  Land's  End  signal 
station.  A  line  of  flags  fluttered  out  to  the  right  of  the 
stall.  ° 

_' Signal    noted    and    forwarded,"    he    read    aloud. 
Ihat  IS  all  right;  but  the  wind  has  changed." 
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Enid  popped  inside  the  lantern  for  shelter.  It  was 
bitterly  cold. 

"Better  follow  her  example,  Connie,"  said  Brand, 
to  his  daughter.  "  I  will  draw  the  curtains.  We  can 
sec  just  as  well  and  he  comfortable." 

Indeed,  the  protection  of  the  stout  plate  glass    so 
thick  and  tough  that  sea-birds  on  a  stormy  night  da.s'hed 
themselves  to  painless  death  against  it,  was  very  wel- 
come.    Moreover,  though  neither  of  the  girls  would 
admit  It,  there  was  a  sen.se  of  security  here  which  was 
strangely  ab.sent  when  they  looked  into  the  abyss  be- 
neath the  .stone  gallery.     Constance  balancing  a  tele- 
scope, Kmd  peering  through  the  licld-glasses,  followed 
the  progress  of  the  Dai,y  in  silence,  but  Brand's  eyes 
wandered   uneasily   from   the    barometer,    which    had 
fallen   rapidly   during  the  past  hour,   to   the  cyclonic 
nimbus  spreading  its  dark   mass   beyond   the  Seven 
Stones  Lightship.     The  sun  had  vanished,  seemingly 
for  the  day,  and  the  indicator  attached  to  the  base  of 
the  wind  vane  overhead  pointed  now  sou 'west  by  west 
It  would  not  require  much  furtlier  variation  to  bring 
about  a  strong  blow  from  the  true  southwest,  a  quarter 
rc-sponsiblc  for  most  of  the  fierce  gales  that  sweep  the 
English  Channel. 

Nevertheless,  this  quick  darting  about  of  the  fickle 
breeze  did  not  usually  betoken  lasting  had  weather 
At  the  worst,  the  girls  might  be  compelled  to  pass  the 
night  on  tlie  rock.  He  knew  that  the  tug  with  the  two 
rchef  men  would  make  a  valiant  effort  to  reach  the 
lighthouse  at  the  earliest  possible  moment.  When 
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the  men  joined  him  the  girls  could  embark.  As  it  was 
the  affair  was  spiced  with  adventure.  Were  it  not  for 
the  m,shap  to  the  assistant-keepers  the  young  people 
«ould  have  enjoye.1  themselves  thoroughly.  TIk-  new 
airt  of  the  wind,  too,  would  .send  ih^  D„hy  speedily 
back  to  port.  This.  i„  i.self,  justified  the  eour.se  he 
had  aken.  On  the  whole,  a  doubtful  situation  was 
greatly  reheved.  His  face  brightene.l.  With  a  grave 
humor  not  altogether  artificial,  l,c  cried- 

"Now  Constance,  I  did  not  take  you  aboanl  as  a 
v..,tor  Between  us  we  ought  to  n.uster  a  goo.l  anpe- 
t.fe  Co„,e  with  n,e  to  the  store-roou,.  I  will  getvou 
anyUnng  you  want  an.I  leave  you  in  charge  of  the  kit- 

"And  poor  me!"  chimed  in  Knid. 
"Oh.  you,   miss,  are  app.      'cd  upper  house-n.ai.l. 
And  mind  you,  no  follower.s.' 

"  Mercy!     I  nearly  lost  n>y  situation  before  I  got  it  " 
How  ?  " 

'•We  met  Jack  Stanhope  an<l  asked  him  to  come 
with  us. 

''You  asked  him,  you  mean,"  said  Constance. 
'And  you  met  him,  I  meant,"  said  Enid. 

"I  don-t  care  a  pin  how  you  treated  StanlioiH,,  .so 
long  as  you  didn't  bring  him,"  said  «rand.  -though 
mdeed,  he  would  have  been  useful  as  it  turned  out."    ' 

VVhen  lunch  was  ready  they  summoned  him  by  the 

eectrie  bells  he  had  put  up  throughout  the  building. 

It  gave  them  great  joy  to  discover  in  the  living  room  a 

code  of  signals  which  covcre.l  a  variety  of  messages 

[C3] 
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They  rang  him  downstairs  hy  the  corrctt  call  for  "  Mfal 
served." 

It  was  a  hasty  repast,  as  Brand  could  not  remain  lon<; 
away  from  the  glass-covered  observatory,  but  they  ali 
enjoyed  it  immensely.  He  left  them,  as  he  said,  "to 
gobble  up  the  remains,"  but  soon  he  shouted  down  the 
stairs  to  tell  them  that  the  Daisy  had  rounded  Carn  du. 
He  could  not  tell  them,  not  knowing  it,  that  at  that  pre- 
cise moment  old  Bon  Pollard  was  frantically  signaling 
to  Lieutenant  Stanhope  to  change  the  course  of  the 
small  steam  yacht  he  had  commandeered  as  soon  as  the 
uiurmur  ran  through  the  town  that  the  Gulf  Rock  was 
tlying  the  "  Help  wanted  "  signal. 

The  officials  did  not  know  that  Brand  was  compelled 
ay  the  snowstorm  to  ust  -ockcts.  All  the  information 
they  possessed  was  the  message  from  Land's  End  and 
lis  time  of  dispatch. 

Jack  Stanli()|re's  casy-goii,^  face  became  veiystrMi»«- 
ous,  indeed,  when  he  h«!ard  •}«■  wws. 

The  hour  sitatwl  was  prwiselv  tli*.  time  the  Daix^ 
i>a»  due  at  tiie  rock  if  she  mt  d,-  a  gcy^  trip.  \\  ith,Hit 
-(lowing  f</r  any  pr«sible  r'w.tingonry  .^««  disaster  to 
If-e  two  girls  and  their  escort,  he  ru.slwd  to  tV  H^^n-mg- 
J/I«ce  c»f  tb<-  10-ton  steam  yacht  U^unmj  inipoun4ed 
a  'Wple  of  lounging  «ailors,  fired  up,  stc/kod.  «id  steered 
the  <mh  hinwlf,  and  was  off  Across  the  Bay  in  »  cjuar- 
ter  of  tlie  time  that  the  wner  -A  the  Djf,w,„'j  ccmld 
have  achieved  the  mmf  result. 

M«  aiiiazeiiient  wa>*  eompl<te  when  he  cncountenMl 
liic  redout>tal>lc  Dui«y  bowling  home  before  a  seveo- 
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knot  breeze.  lie  instantly  came  round  and  ranged  up 
to  speaking  distance.  When  he  learnt  what  had  oc- 
curred lie  readily  agreed  to  return  to  Penzance  in  order 
to  pick  up  the  relief  lighthouse-keepers,  and  thus  save 
time  m  transferring  them  to  the  rock. 

In  a  word,  as  Enid  Trevillion  was  safe,  he  was  de- 
lighted at  the  prospect  of  bringing  her  back  that  even- 
i.ig,  when  the  real  skipper  of  the  Lapwing  would  prob- 
ably have  charge  of  his  o«  n  boat.  There  was  no  hurry 
at  all  now. 

If  they  left  the  harbor  at  three  o'clock,  there  would 
■still  be  plenty  of  liglit  to  reach  the  Gulf  Rwk.  Ben 
Pollard,  glancing  over  his  shoulder  as  the  Daixy  raced 
towards  Penzance  side  by  side  with  the  Lupwhiy,  wiui 
not  .so  sure  of  this.  IJut  the  arrangement  he  had  sug- 
gested was  the  best  possible  one,  and  he  was  only  an 
old  fisherman  who  knew  the  coast,  whereas  Master 
Stanhope  pinned  his  faith  to  the  Nautical  Almanac 
and  the  Rules. 

The  people  most  concerned  knew  nothing  „{  these 
proceedings. 

When  (■(  ..stance  and  Enid  had  solemnly  decided  on 
the  menu  for  dinner,  when  they  had  inspected  the  kit- 
chen and  commended  the  cleanliness  of  the  cook,  Jack- 
son, when  they  had  washed  the  dishes  and  discovered 
the  whereabouts  of  the  -tea-things,"  they  suddenly 
determined  that  it  was  niu<h  nicer  aloft  in  the  sky  par- 
tor  than  in  these  dim  little  rooms. 

••I  don't  see  wliy  they  don't  have  decent  windows," 
>aid  Enid.      -Of  course  it  h|„ws  hard  here  in  a  gale 
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l»it  ju.st  look  at  that  tiny  ventilator,  no  biRf-.r  than  a 
sli.p.s  ,x,rt-l,ok.,  will,  a  .loul.l..  ^tonn-sluitt-r  to  sec-urr 
It  .    jou  plea*.,  for  all  tla-  world  as  if  the  ,,..«  rose  8o 
hi^h ! 

''onstanco  t(K>k  (houRlit  for  a  while. 
•  r  suppose  the  s,.a  never  doci  reaeh  this  hoicht  " 
slie  said.  ^     ' 

Enid,  in  order  to  look  out,  ha.l  to  thrust  her  head 
and  shoulders  through  an  aperture  two  leet  „,uare 
an.l  three  feet  in  depth.  Th.y  wer.-  in  the  living-room 
ill  that  nion.eul  -  full  .seventv  feel  alK>ve  the  spri,,.. 
Inle  h,..h.water  mark.  SLvty  f.vt  higher,  Ih,-  eon.i.e 
-.1  the  gallery  was  given  its  graeeful  outer  >lope  lo  shooi 
the  elnnhing  wave-erests  of  an  .\tlanli,.  gale  away  from 
the  laulern.  The  girls  eould  not  realiz,.  this  stuiH-n.lous 
laet.  JJrand  had  never  told  then,  He  wishe.l  them 
to  sleep  peacefully  on  stormy  nights  when  he  was  awav 
fro.u  home.  Th.y  laughe.l  now  at  the  fanc-rful  notion 
that  the  .sea  eould  ever  so  uuieh  as  to.ss  its  spray  at  the 
wnidow  of  the  living-room. 

They  passed  into  the  narrow  stairway.  Their  voices 
and  foot.steps  .sounded  Iiollow.  It  was  to  Ihe  floor  l.e- 
nealh  that  Hates  had  fallen. 

"I  .lon-t  think  I  like  living  in  a  lighthou.se,"  crie.i 
Knid.     •■  It  gives  one  llie  <Teeps." 

'■Surely,  there  are  neither  ghosts  nor  ghouls  here  " 
said  Constance.  "It  is  nuxlern,  scientific,  utilitarian 
in  every  atom  of  its  solid  g.a.i'e." 

lint  Enid  was  silent  as  th  y  diuil.e.l  the  steep  stairs 
Oncesl  est(,ppe.l  and  peeped  into  her  father's  U-droora 
[mi] 
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"That  is  where  they  hroiifrht  mc  when  I  first  eiimc 
to  the  roek."  she  whispered.  "It  used  to  he  Mr. 
Jones's  room.     I  remeniber  dad  saying  so." 

Constanee,  on  whose  shoulders  the  reassuring  eloak  of 
scienre  hung  somewliat  hiosely,  plaeed  her  arm  around 
her  sister's  waist  in  a  sudden  access  of  tenderness. 

'\ou  have  improved  in  appearance  since  then, 
Enid,"  she  said. 

"  What  a  wizened  little  chip  I  mi-st  have  looked.  I 
wonder  vlio  I  am." 

I     n.iw  VI  ho  you  soon  will  he  if  you  don't  take  care." 
Knid  bluslied  prettily.     She  ghineed  at  herself  in  a 
small  minor  on  the  wall.     Trust  a  ivonian  to  find  a 
mirror  in  any  apartment. 

"I  suppose  Jack  will  ask  me  to  marry  him,"  she 
mused. 

"  And  what  will  you  reply  ? '" 

The  girl's  lips  parted.  Her  eyes  shone  for  an  instant. 
Then  .she  buried  her  face  ajtainst  her  sisters  bo^>m. 

"O,  Connie,"  she  wailed.  "I  shall  hate  to  leav»  jam 
and  dad.  Why  hasn't  Jack  gut  a  brother  as  ni«f  as 
himself." 

Whereupon  C<mstaiiir>  ;anghed  lou<l  and  long 
Tlw   relief  was  gratef  j!  to  both.      Enid's  ifiea   of  a 
happy  solutiim  of  tlie  domestic  difficulty  appealed  to 
their  eauily  stirred  sense  of  humor. 

"Never    mind,    dear."    gasped    Constance    at    last. 
"  Von  shall  marry  ywr  Jack  and  invit*-  all  the  nice  men 
to  dinner.     Go<kI  gnuious!     I   will   have  the  pick  of 
the  navy.      Perhaps  the  Admiral  may  be  a  widower" 
[«7] 
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With  flushed  faces  tlioy  reached  the  reRion  of  light. 
Brand  was  writing  at  a  small  desk  in  the  service-room. 

"Something  seems  to  have  amused  you,"  he  said. 
"  I  have  heard  weird  peals  ascending  from  the  depths." 

"  Connie  is  going  to  splice  the  admiral,"  explained 
Enid. 

"  What  admiral .' " 

"Any  old  admiral." 

"Indeed,  I  will  not  take  an  old  iMluiiral,"  protested 
the  elder. 

"Then  you  had  better  take  him  when  he  is  a  lieu- 
tenant," said  Brand. 

This  offered  too  good  an  opening  to  he  resisted. 

"Enid  has  already  .secured  the  lieutenant,"  she  mur- 
mured, with  a  swift  glance  at  the  other. 

Brand  looked  up  quizzically. 

"Dear  me,"  he  cried,  "if  my  congratulations  are  not 
belated  —  " 

Enid  was  blu.shing  again.  She  threw  her  arms  about 
his  neck. 

"  Don't  believe  hor,  dad,"  slu-  said.     '•  She's  jealous ! " 

Constance  .saw  a  book  lying  on  the  table:  "  Regula- 
tions for  the  Liglithot.se  S.Tvico."  She  opened  it. 
Brand  stroked  EnLl's  hair  gently,  and  resumed  the 
writing  of  his  daily  journal. 

"  The  Elder  Brethren  ! "  whispereil  <  onstaiice.  "  Do 
they  v.ear  long  white  beards.'" 

".And  carry  wands .i"  added  the  recovered  Enid. 

".\nd  dress  in  velvet  cloaks  and  buckled  shoes'-"' 

".\nd   -" 
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"And  say  'Boo •  to  nuii-hty  little  giris  «ho  won't  }el 
me  complete  my  diary,"  shouted  Brand.  "Be  off, 
both  of  you.  Keep  a  lookout  for  the  next  ten  minutes.' 
If  you  see  any  signals  from  the  mainland,  or  catch  sight 
of  the  Lancelot,  call  inc." 

They  climbed  to  the  trimming  stage  of  the  lantern, 
which  was  level  with  the  external  gallery.  Obedient 
to  instructions,  they  searched  the  Land's  End  and  the 
wide  reach  of  Mount's  Bay  beyond  Carn  du.  Save  a 
scudding  sail  or  two  beating  in  from  the  Lizard  and  a 
couple  of  big  steamers  hurrying  from  the  East  —  one 
a  Transatlantic  Transport  liner  from  London  —  there 
was  nothing  visible.  In  the  far  distance  the  sea  looked 
smooth  enough,  though  they  needed  no  explanation  of 
the  reality  when  they  saw  the  irregular  white  patches 
glistening  against  the  hull  of  a  Penzance  fishing-smack. 

"O,  Connie,  the  reef!"  said  Enid,  suddenly,  in  alow 
voice. 

They  glanced  at  the  turbid  retreat  of  the  tide  over 
the  submerged  rocks.  The  sea  was  heavier,  the  noise 
louder,  now  that  they  listened  to  it,  than  when  they 
arrived  in  the  Daisy,  little  more  than  an  hour  earlier. 
Some  giant  force  seemed  to  be  wrestling  there,  raging 
against  its  bonds,  striving  feverishly  to  tear,  rend,  ut" 
lerly  destroy  its  invisible  fetters.  Sometimes,  after  an 
unusually  impetuous  surge,  a  dark  shape,  trailing 
witch-tresses  of  weed,  showed  for  an  in.stant  in  the  pit 
of  the  cauldron.  Then  a  mad  whiri  of  water  would 
pounce  on  it  with  a  fearsome  spring  and  the  fang  of  rock 
would  be  smothered  ten  feet  deep. 
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For  soino  reason  tlu-y  (lid  not  talk.     Tliey  were  fas- 
cinafc<l  hy  the  power,  the  jtrandenr,  the  nntanied  energy 
of  the  siH'ctnele.     The  voi<e  of  the  reef  held  them  spell- 
bound.    They  listened  mntely. 

Heneath,  Brand  wrote,  with  scholarly  ease: 
"Therefore  I  decided  that  it  would  best  serve  the 
interests  of  the  Board  if  I  sent  Bates  and  Jackson  to 
Penzance  in  the  boat  in  which  my  <laughter  — "  he 
paused  an  in.stant  and  added  an"s"  :>,  the  word  — 
"fortunately  happene<l  to  visit  me.  As  I  would  be 
alone  on  the  rock,  and  the  two  girls  might  be  helpful 
until  the  relief  came,  I  retained  them." 

He  glanced  at  the  \veather-gla.ss  in  front  of  him  and 
made  a  note: 

"Barometer  falling.     Temperature  higher." 
In  another  book  he  entered  the  exact  records.     A 
column  headed  "Wind  direction  and  force."  cau.sed 
him  to  look  up  at  the  wind  vane.     He  whistled  softly. 

"  S.  W.,"  he  wrote,  and  after  a  second's  thought  in- 
.serted  the  fij^ire  C.  The  sailor's  scale,  ye  landsman, 
differs  fiom  yours.  What  you  term  a  gale  at  sea  he 
joyfully  hails  as  a  fresh  breeze.  No.  6  is  a  point  above 
this  limit,  when  a  well-conditioned  clipper  ship  can  carry 
single  reefs  and  top-gallant  sails,  in  chase  full  and  by. 
No.  U  is  a  hurricane.  "Bare  poles,"  says  the  scale. 
.Slowly  mounting  the  iron  ladder,  he  stood  beside  the 
sifcmt  watchers.  The  Bay  was  nearly  <ie.scrted.  No 
•sturrfr  t*ig-«>oat  was  pouring  smoke  from  her  funnel 
and  staggering  towards  the  rock.  Northwest  and 
west  tlie  darkness  was  spreading  and  lowering. 
[70] 
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He  dill  not  Inmhk-  to  oxaiiiino  (lie  reef.  Ifs  signs 
and  tokens  were  too  familiar  to  him.  Its  definite  bel- 
low or  muttered  threiit  wus  part  of  the  prevailing  in- 
fluence of  the  hour  or  day.  He  had  heard  its  voice  too 
often  to  find  an  omen  in  it  now. 

"This  time  I  must  congratulate  both  of  you,"  he 
said  (|uietly. 

■■  l)n  what  ?  "  they  cried  in  unison,  shrill  with  unac- 
knowledged excitement. 

"  Ladies  seldom,  if  ever,  pass  a  night  on  a  rock  light- 
house.    You  will  have  that  rare  privilege." 

Enid  clapped  her  hands. 

"  I  am  delighted,"  she  exclaimed. 

"  Will  there  be  a  storm,  father  .>"  asked  Constance. 

"  I  think  so.  At  any  rate,  only  a  miracle  will  enable 
the  tug  to  reach  us  before  tomorrow,  and  miracles  are 
not  frecjuent  occurrences  at  sea." 

"  I  know  of  one,"  was  Enid's  comment,  with  great 
seriousness  for  her.     He  read  her  thought. 

'  I  was  younger  then,"  he  smiled.  " Now  I  am  fifty, 
and  the  world  has  aged." 
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They  dpscendod  into  the  sen-ice-room. 
"Let  me  sec,"  said  Enid;  "it  will  be  nineteen  years 
on  the  aad  of  next  June,  since  you  found  ine  floating 
serenely  towards  the  Gulf  Rock  in  a  doscrtc<l  boat?" 

"Yes,  if  you  in^^^lst  on  accuracy  as  to  the  date.  I 
might  cavil  at  your  serenity." 

"And  I  was  'estimated'  as  a  year  old  then.'  Isn't 
it  a  weird  thing  that  a  year-old  baby  should  be  sent 
adrift  on  the  Atlantic  in  an  open  boat  and  never  a  word 
of  inquiry  made  subse(]uently  as  to  her  fate  ?  I  fear 
I  could  not  have  been  of  much  account  in  those  days." 

"  My  dear  child,  I  have  always  told  you  that  the  boat 
had  been  in  collision  during  the  fog  which  had  prevailed 
for  several  days  previously.  Those  who  were  caring  for 
you  were  probably  knocked  overboard  and  drowned." 

"But  alone !  Utterly  alone !  That  is  the  strangeness 
of  it.  I  must  be  an  American.  Americans  start  out 
to  hustle  for  themselves  early  in  life,  don't  they." 

"Certainly,  in  that  respect  you  might  claim  the 
record." 

Brand  had  not  told  her  all  the  facts  of  that  memorable 
178] 
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Juno  morninR.  Why  ,lu,„l,l  lu-?  Thov  wore  not 
pleasant  M.oinorios  to  l.im.  Why  <un.hor  hor  «!«,  with 
thorn  ?  F..r  tho  roM.  he  had  drawn  np  an.I  ren.l  to  her, 
long  ago,  a  carefully  oompiled  luroiint  of  hor  rescue 
and  the  steps  taken  to  discover  her  i.Ientity. 

"I  .■ntorod  on  an  active  and  useful  cancer  with  no 
sii  h  halo  of  glory."  broke  in  Constance.  "  I  am  just 
plain  EnKlish.  born  in  Brighton,  of  parents  not  poor 
l."t  respectable.  Mother  died  a  year  after  my  birth, 
didn  t  she,  d.id.'" 

"You  were  thirteen  months  old  when  we  lost  her" 
he  unswere.1,  bending  over  the  .lock-work  attachment 
of  the  fog  boll  to  wi,«  ofT  an  invisible  s,K-ck  of  .lust. 
Since  his  first  term  of  .service  on  the  rock  the  light  had 
changed  from  an  occulting  to  a  fixed  one. 
JShe  is  buri,.d  there,  isn't  she,"  the  girl  went  on. 
How  strange  that,  amidst  our  many  journeyings,  we 
have  never  visited  Hrighton." 

"If  I  wore  able  to  take  you  to  her  grave-side,  I  would 
not  do  It,"  siiid  Brand.     "I  do  not  encourage  morbid 
sentiments,  even  of  that  perfectly  natural  kind.     Your 
mother,  to  you,  Constance,  is  like  Enid's  to  her,  a  dear 
hut  visionary  I.-gend.     In  a  degree,  it  is  always  .so  be- 
tween love<l  ones  lost  and  those  who   ire  left.'    Truth 
honor,  work,  those  are  the  highest  ideals  for  tho  in- 
dividual.    They  .satisfy  increasingly.     Happy  as  I  am 
m  your  companionship,  y„u  must  not  be  vexed  when  I 
tell  you  that  the  most  truly  joyful  moment  of  my  life 
was  conferred  when  my  little  friend  hero  tirst  responded 
accurately  to  external  influences." 
[73] 
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1I<'  laid  his  liiiiid  on  an  object  rcstinj,'  on  a  laMc-  1)V 
ilsolf.  It  looked  like  an  ani  roid  liaroniotrr,  but  the 
others  knew  it  was  the  marine  aiiriscofw  to  which  he 
had  devoted  so  niarn-  patient  liours. 

"Is  it  in  working  order  now?"  asked  Constance  in- 
stantly, and  Knid  canje  nearer.  Together  they  ex- 
amined the  small  <lial.  It  was  c(|ni|)|!eil  with  an  arrow- 
headed  pointer,  and  marked  with  the  divisions  of  the 
compass  hut  without  the  distinguishing  letters. 

These  three  understood  each  other  exactly.  Hy 
inadvertence,  the  conversation  had  touchc<l  on  a  topic 
concerning  which  Brand  was  always  either  vague  or 
silent.  lioth  girls  were  quick-witted  enough  to  know 
that  Constance's  mother  was  never  willingly  alluded 
to  either  by  the  lighthouse-keeper  or  by  the  elderly 
Mrs.  Sheppard  who  looked  after  them  in  infancy,  and 
was  now  the  housekeeper  of  Laburnum  Cottage. 

Constatice  was  annoyed.  How  could  she  have  been 
so  thoughtless  as  to  cause  her  father  a  moment's  suffer- 
ing by  bringing  up  painful  reminiscences.  But  he 
helped  her,  being  master  of  himself. 

He  adjusted  a  switch  in  the  instrument. 
"I  had  no  difficulty  in  constructing  a  diaphragm 
which  would  intercept  all  sounds,"  he  .said.  "The 
struggle  came  when  I  wanted  an  agent  which  would 
distinguish  and  register  a  particular  set  of  .sounds,  no 
matter  what  additional  din  might  l)e  prevalent  at  the 
same  time.  My  hopes  were  wrecked  so  often  that  I 
began  to  despair,  until  I  chanced  one  day  to  rea<l  how 
the  high  tension  induction  coil  could  be  tuned  to  dis- 
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rt-sard  elortrical  innuriKis  olhcr  tl,i,n  those  issiu-d  at 
the  same  pitch.     My  uiixi.ty.  until  1  had  procured  and 
experimented   witli   a   properly   constructed   coil,   was 
very  trying,  I  assure  you." 

"I  remember  wonder:'i{,'  what  on  earth  it  was," 
volunteered  Enid.  "It  sounded  like  a  mathematical 
snake." 

"And  I  am  sorry  to  say  tliat  even  yet  I  am  profoundly 
iftnorant  as  to  Us  true  inwar.lness,"  s„,iled  Constance. 
■•  'i'et  yon  girls  delight  in  poets  who  hid  you  hearken 
to  the  nmsic  of  the  spliere.  I  suppose  you  will  a.lmit 
that  the  car  of,  say,  Ben  Pollard,  is  not  tuned  to  such  a 
celestial  harmony.  However,  I  ^^ill  explain  niv  auri- 
■scope  in  a  sentence.  It  only  listei.s  to  and  imlicates 
the  direction  of  foghorns,  sirens,  and  ship's  hells.  A 
shrill  steam  whistle  excites  it,  hut  the  breaking  of  seas 
aboard  ship,  the  loud  flapping  of  a  pro|H>'ler,  the  noise 
of  the  engines,  of  a  gale,  or  all  these  in  -ombination, 
leave  it  unmoved." 

"  I  remember  once,  when  we  were  going  from  Fal- 
mouth to  Portludla  in  a  fog,  how  dreadf.dly  diflicult  it 
was  to  discover  the  whereabouts  of  another  steamer 
we  passed  cu  mule,"  said  his  daughter. 

"  Well,  with  this  little  chap  on  the  bridge,  the  pointer 
would  have  told  the  captain  unerringly.  I  don't  sup- 
pose it  will  be  thic'k  whilst  you  are  here,  or  you  would 
see  it  pick  up  the  distant  blasts  of  a  steamer  long  before 
we  can  hear  them,  and  follow  her  course  riglit  round 
the  arc  of  her  pa.ssage.  It  is  most  interesting  to  watch 
Its  activity  when  there  arc  several  ships  using  their 
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sirens.  I  have  never  had  uri  oj)])or!miity  of  tesliiif;  it 
on  more  than  three  vessels  at  once,  but  as  soon  as 
I  could  deduce  a  regular  sctfuencc  in  tlie  seemingly 
erratic  movements  of  the  indicator,  I  marlicd 
the  approach  and  passing  of  each  with  the  utmost 
ease." 

"  Would  that  stop  collisions  at  sea  ? " 

"Nothing  will  do  that,  because  some  ship's  officers 
refuse  at  times  to  exercise  due  care.  But  with  my 
instrument  on  board  two  ships,  and  a  time  chart  at- 
tached to  the  drums,  there  would  be  no  need  for  a  Board 
of  Trade  inquiry  to  determine  whether  or  not  the  proper 
warning  was  given.  To  the  vast  majority  of  navigators 
it  will  prove  an  absolute  blessing." 

"You  clever  old  thing!"  cried  Enid.  "I  suppose 
you  will  make  heaps  of  money  out  of  it." 

"  The  inventor  is  the  last  man  to  make  money  out  of 
his  inventions,  as  a  rule,"  said  Brand.  "  I  suppose  I 
differ  from  the  ordinary  poor  fellow  inasmuch  as  I  am 
not  dependent  for  a  livelihood  on  the  success  of  my 
discovery." 

"There's  not  the  least  little  bit  of  chance  of  there 
being  a  fog  tonight  ?  "  queried  Enid,  so  earnestly  that  a 
wave  of  merriment  rippled  through  the  room. 

"  Not  the  least.  In  any  cent,  you  two  girls  will  be 
in  bed  and  sound  asleep  at  ten  o'clock." 

"Perish  the  thought!"  cried  Constance.  "Bed  at 
ten,  during  our  first  and  only  night  on  a  lighthouse!" 

"  You  will  see,"  said  her  father.  "  You  cannot 
imagine  how  the  clock  dawdles  in  this  circumscribed 
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nroa      Work     „l„ne     r„n<|uers     it.     Otherwise,     men 
"■..ul.l  ,,uit  the  service  afttr  a  month's  experience." 

"Ship  ahoy!"  screamed  Enid.  "Here  comes  the 
L<,pw,ng  roun.l  Cam  du.  Mr.  Lawton  must  have  lent 
her  to  brmg  the  relief.     How  kind  of  him." 

"The  Lapwing  cannot  approach  the  rock,"  said 
Brand.  "I  will  signal  'Landing  impo.ssible  todav.' 
It  will  save  them  a  useless  journey." 

He  .selected  the  requi.-ite  flags  from  a  locker,  the 
phrase  he  needed  being  coded.  Soon  the  strong  breeze 
was  trying  to  tear  the  bunting  from  the  co-.dage,  an.l 
though  they  could  not  hear  the  three  whistles  with 
wh.c.h  the  little  yacht  acknowledged  the  signal,  they 
could  easily  see  the  jets  of  steam  through  their  glasses. 
Constance  happened  to  overlook  the  table  on  which 
stood  the  auriscope. 

"This  thing  has  actually  recorded  -  >se  whistles" 
she  cried  in  wonder. 

"What  sort  of  whistle  has  the  Lapwing?"  asked 

"A  loud  and  <leep  one,  worthy  of  a  leviathan.     It 
-s  a  fad  of  Mr.  Lawton's.     They  .say  his  siren  eon- 
mes  more  steam  than  his  engines." 
Her  father  laughed. 
^  "  Anyhow,  he  is  sticking  to  his  course,"  he  announced 
1  may  as  well  take  in  the  decorations  " 
Undauntedly,  but  much  flurried  by  a  sea  ever  in- 
crea.sii.g  i„  strength  as  the  force  of  the  ebb  tide  encoun- 
tered the  resistance  of  the  wind,  the  Upwing  held  on. 
With  wind  and  sea  against  her  she  would  have  made 
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slow  work  of  if.  As  it  was,  tliorc  was  help  fortliconiing 
for  both  jounu-ys  unless  the  wind  wont  hack  to  the 
north  afjain  as  rapidly  as  it  had  veered  to  the  southwest. 

She  would  not  l,c  abreast  the  rock  for  nearly  an  hour, 
.so  Brand  left  the  girls  in  charge  of  the  lookout  whilst 
he  visited  the  oil-mom.  .\  wild  night,  such  as  he  an- 
ticipated, deniandi  1  full  pressure  at  the  lamp.  If  the 
air  i)ccanie  super-saturated,  breakage  of  the  glass  cliiui- 
n<ys  might  fake  place,  an<l  lie  must  have  a  good  .stock 
on  hand.  Wafer  and  coal,  too,  v.ere  needed ;  the  double 
accident  to  Bates  and  Jackson  had  thrown  info  arrears 
all  the  ordinary  duties  of  the  afternoon  watch. 

Naturally,  the  pair  in  the  lantern  found  the  progress 
of  the  yacht  exas[K.-rafingIy  slow. 

"A  nice  Lapwing,"  said  Knid,  scornfully.  "I  will 
tell  Mr.  Lawfon  he  ought  to  rechristcn  her  the  Bantam. 
All  her  power  is  in  her  crow." 

When  Brand  joined  them  matters  became  livelier. 
More  accustomed  than  they  to  the  use  of  a  telescope, 
he  made  discoveries. 

"  The  two  s'.ipernumeraries  are  there,"  he  announced, 
"but  I  cannot  see  Lawfon.     Indeed,  .so  far  as  I  can 

';e  out  she  is  commande<l  by  Stanhope,  dressed  in 
Ben  Pollard's  oil-skins." 

'He  has  left  Lady  Margaret!"  cried  Constance. 

"He  never  went  home!"  e.s.sayed  Enid. 
Poor  chap!    He  was  going  to  take  us  for  a  drive 
tomorrow,"  said  Constance. 

"To  Morvah,"  explained  Enid,  with  a  syllabic  em- 
phasis meant  for  one  pair  of  ears. 
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"  It  is  very  nko  of  liim  to  stnifrfrlc  „„  „i,cl  h.-ivc  ii  1,  „k 
at  us,"  sai.l  IJian.l.     -  Hr  cat.  <ori,,.  <l„s,.  in.m^rl,  i„  „.„ 
us,  but  tlia'  is  all.     Our  small  nu.jrapliom.  will  In-  use- 
less." 

Indeed,  the  Lnpinmj  dared  not  approaeli  nearer 
than  the  Trinity  nioorinn- 1„„„-.  IJv  that  time  the  three 
proteeted  from  the  l.ilinj;  „i„,l  |,v  oilskin  eoats,  were 
•standinjr  on  the  gallery.  The  reef  w,„  helh-win;;  np 
at  them  with  a  continuons  roar.  .\  ,„„pl,.  „f  ,,(.„.,  ..f 
>t.s  .surface  ronsiste.l  of  nothing  more  tangil.le  th:in  white 
foam  and  driving  spray. 

Stanhope,  resigning  the  wheel  to  a  sailor.  I.ra.e.l 
h.mself  f5rndy  against  the  little  vessel's  foremast  and 
began  to  strike  a  series  of  e.xtraordinary  attitudes  witli 
his  arms  and  head. 

"Why  is  he  behaving  in  that  idiotic  manner?" 
.screamed  Enid. 

"Capital  idea  —  semaphore  —  clever  fellow.  Jack," 
shouted  Brand. 

Abashed,  Enid  held  her  peace. 

Tlie   lighthouse-kecfwr,   .signalling   in   turn   that   he 
was  receiving  the  message,  spelled  out  the  followin.r 
"Is  all  well.-"  " 

'Yes."  he  answered. 

"Rates  and  .Jackson  reached  hospital.  Hates  com- 
pound fracture.  If  weather  moderates  will  be  with 
you  next  tide." 

"All  right,"  wave<l  Brand. 

The  distant  figure  started  again: 

"  L-o-v-e  t-o  E-n-i-d  " 
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Knid  iiKliilirr,!  in  „„  .■xtranrdiiiury  arm  flourisli. 
"  A-n-d  (,'-()-ii-s-t-H-ii-c-o." 
"That  spoils  it,"  slic  s.rcniiiod.     "It  ouf;lit  to  he 

only  kind  regards  to  yoii,  Connie.     I  l)elie\e  you  are  a 

serpent,  ii  —  " 

"  Do  stop  your  ( hatter,"  sliouted  IJnmd,  and  lie  eon- 
tinucd  the  message: 

"Weather  looks  very  had.  Little  hope  for  toniglit. 
Lancelot  duo  at  six.  Will  see  personally  that  no  chance 
is  lost.     Good-hye." 

"  Good-hye,"  was  the  resjmnse. 

The  Lapwimj  fell  away  astern  from  the  vicinity  of 
the  huoy. 

"  Wliy  is  he  doing  that  .=• "  asked  Constance,  close  to 
her  father's  ear. 

"He  is  too  good  a  sailor  to  risk  turning  her  in  that 
broken  water.  A  little  farther  out  there  is  greater 
depth  and  more  regular  seas. 

They  watched  the  yacht  in  silence.  At  last  her 
head  swung  round  towards  the  coast.  When  broad- 
side on,  a  wave  hit  her,  and  the  spray  leaped  over  her 
masts. 

"  That  gave  them  a  wetting,"  rrietl  Brand,  and  his 
calm  tone  stilled  their  ready  fear.  Indeed,  there  was 
greater  danger  than  he  wanted  then]  to  know.  But 
the  Lapwing  reappeared,  shaking  herself,  and  still 
turning. 

"Good  little  boat!"  said   Brand.     The  crisis  had 
pa.ssed.     She  was  headed,  at  full  speed,  for  the  Bay. 
And  not  too  soon.     'Ere  she  readied  the  comparative 
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shelter  of  Cle„,cnfs  Island  slu.  was  .swept  three  times 
by  green  wuter. 

Inside  the  Imitern,  their  fa<es  ruddv  with  the  cx- 
ixxsure,  their  eves  d.u.eing  with  exeiternent,  the  girls 
were  volul.le  with  .lelight.  Cnld  a,.ything  be  n.ore 
tlinlhng  than  their  experiences  that  <lay! 

"That  semaphore  do.lge  is  l.>o  preeions  to  be  lost  " 
oncd  Enid.  -  Co„„i,,  ,.,„■  a,„l  I  ,„„st  learn  the  a'l- 
plmbet.  Vou  shall  tea.h  us  this  very  evening,  dad. 
l-aney  me  signaling  yon  the  whole  length  of  the  Prom- 
e.wule:  Mnst  look  at  Mrs.  Wilson's  bonnet.'  or  'Here 
eome  the  Taylor-Smiths.     Scoot!'     Oh,  it's  fine." 

She  whirled  her  arms  in  .stiff-jointcd  rigidity  and 
mmuckcd  Stardu)pe'.s  fantastic  posing. 

"Why  .should  you  scoot  when  you  meet  the  Taylor- 
Smiths.'"  asked  lirand. 

"Becau.se  .Mrs.  T.-S.  hauls  us  ofT  to  tea  and  gives  us 
a  gallon  of  go.ssip  with  every  cup." 
"I  thought  your  sex  regarded  gossip  as  the  cream?" 
Sex,  indeed!  Old  Smith  is  worse  than  his  wife 
He  doesn't  say  nmch,  but  he  winks.  O, „.  of  hi.s  winks 
at  the  end  of  a  story,  turns  an  episode  into  a  three-vol- 
ume  novel." 

"  It  .seems  to  me  I  must  teach  you  the  co.le  in  my  own 
self-defence,"  he  replied.  "And  now  for  tea.  Let  us 
have  it  served  here." 

They   voted   this   an   a<lmirable   notion.     The  girls 

enhvened  the  „,eal  by  relating  to  him  the  doings  and 

saymgs  of  current  interest  ashore  .luring  the  past  two 

months.     By  a  <,ueer  coincide..,-..,  which  he  did  not 
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nuMition.  Ills  relief  was  a;;i(lii  due  williin  a  week,  jiisl  ns 

1)11  ll„.  iHcasldii  „(  Ki, ill's  (irsi  apixaranci the  roek. 

'I'lii'  I'^mI  sini.k  hiiii  ns  ••■i;,'iilar  In  all  prohahililv  lie 
«ciii!(l  nut  leliirii  to  diilv.  He  liail  e(iiii|)l(l<>(l  Iweiity- 
oiie  ve:.is  .>r  active  service.  Now  lie  «.>iilil  retire,  ami 
wlicii  the  cciriiiiiercial  arraii^'eineiils  for  the  aiiriscope 
were  c()iii|ilcle(|.  |je  would  lake  liis  daiinlitcrs  on  a  lon;;- 

I"' i'*''''    <'<>ntiiieiilal    lour,    unless,    indeed,    matters 

profjressed  between  Stanhope  and  Knid  to  the  point  of 
an  early-  niarriaf;e. 

Ho  had  foreseen  that  Stanhope  would  prohahly  ask 
Knid  to  ■-•  his  wife.  He  knew  the  voniijjstcr  well,  and 
liked  him.  For  the  opposition  that  I.adv  Marfjartt 
mifjht  offer  he  cared  not  a  jot.  He  smiled  inwardly  — 
ns  tlie  convenient  phrase  has  it  —  when  ho  reviewed 
the  ceriaiii  outcome  of  any  dispute  between  liiniselt 
and  her  ladyship.     Ho  would  surprise  lier. 

Hrnnd,  the  li),'lithouse-keeper,  and  ISraiid  urging  the 
claims  of  his  adopted  daughter,  would  he  two  verj-  dif- 
ferent persons. 

Of  course,  all  Penzance  know  that  ho  was  a  gontlr- 
man,  a  .scientist  in  a  small  way,  and  a  man  of  means: 
otherwise  Constance  and  Eni<l  would  not  have  oc<ii- 
piod  the  position  they  held  in  local  society.  Those 
imacf|uainted  with  English  ways  ofttimos  make  the 
mistake  of  rating  a  man's  social  status  by  the  means  he 
po.s.sessos  or  the  manner  of  his  life  in  London.  \o 
greater  error  could  he  committed.  The  .small,  ex- 
clusive county  town,  the  community  which  registers 
the  family  connections  of  many  generations,  is  the  only 
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Itni.i^l.  il  is  Ini...  ili.l  „„t  I,..!,,,,;;  I,,  a  Coniisli  ,„„„|^- 

faiinly,  l„il  lliir..  wrrr  I ,.  win,  ,„ii„, i,„  sl.rrw.llv. 

Thrj-  n.^rarilnl  liin,  „,  a  w.H-in.aniiif;  rniMk,  v,l  111,, 
filict  wi-nl  f.irtli  that  his  ,la,i;;l,|,.rs  w.iv  l„  l',,.  -  r,- 
<vivr<l,"  and  rccviv,.,!  Iliry  wnv,  with  pleasure  and 
'"'""'■"i""  ■'>■  "'I  -^'vr  si-el,  starlleil  elderly  niariMnas 
•IS  Lady  Margaret  Staiili,,|K.,  who  expirteii  lier  piod- 
l-oUln-s.inloeontraeta  nmrri. -e  .vhieli  would  restore 
llie  fading  tortnnes  of  the  house. 

All  uneonseioiis  of  the  tho.ifjhts  fliltinf;  Ihrou^rh  his 
l-raiii,  for  llrand  was  husy  trhniniiij;  a  spare  lan^.  the 
two  Kirls  amused  themselves  l,y  learnin.-  semap'hore 
alphahet  from  a  little  hand-l.ook  whieh  he  fenu.l  for 
them. 

When  the  ni-lit  fell,  dark  ami  lowerinj;.  the  lamp  was 
lighted.  Thoy  liad  never  before  .seen  an  eij;ht-wi,  ke.l 
coneentric  burner  in  use.  TIk  hore  lighthouses  with 
whieh  they  were  better  a<(,uainted  were  illnmiuated  by 
olectricity  or  on  the  eatoptri,-  principle,  wh.reiu  a  large 
number  of  .small  Argaud  lamps,  with  refleetorii,  a're 
grouped  together. 

To  interest  them,  to  keep  their  eyes  and  cars  away 
trom  the  low-water  orgy  of  the  reef,  he  explained  to 
tl.om  the  capillary  action  of  the  oil.  Although  luey 
bad  learnt  these  things  in  school  thev  had  not  realized 
the  e.xactness  of  the  statement  that  oil  does  not  b;,rn 
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hilt  must  first  lie  lonviTlnl  inio  pis  liy  \\\v  a|i|>liraliiiii 
<)f  ln'Ht.  Oil  the  (iiilf  Hixli  llicrc  were  iiciirly  .'1,000 
gallons  <)f  colza  oil  •lorcd  in  llir  lank,  liciu-alli,  ccilzii 
liolnj;  used  in  iirffcrcnir  to  |iaraflin  liicaiis,.  it  w  as  safer, 
unil  tlicrc  WHS  no  storap-  aiioiiiiiiodalion  aparl  from 
til-.'  Ii)j;lilli(>iisi'. 

Ut'C|iiiriii(,'  nuuli  ;;ri.alcr  Ileal  than  mineral  oil  to 
produce  iiiflanmialile  pis,  the  colza  had  lo  he  forced 
by  heavy  pressure  in  the  cislern  ri;;lit  up  to  the  edj;e  of 
thi!  wi<>ks,  and  made  lo  flow  evenly  over  llii>  rims  of  the 
!iurnor,  else  the  fienv  flame  would  eat  tlii'  metal  discs 
as  well. 

lie  read  them  a  litlle  lecture  on  llie  rival  claims  of 
ga.s  and  electrieily,  and  demonstrated  liow  dazzlinnly 
brilliant  the  latter  could  be  on  a  dark,  clear  nifjlit  by 
.showing  them  the  fine  lifjhl  on  the  Mzard. 

"But  in  hazy  weather  the  oil  wins,"  he  said,  with  the 
proper  pride  of  every  man  in  his  ow  n  enj,'iiie.  "  I'isher- 
men  .sailing  into  I'enzancc  along  a  course  e(piidistant 
from  the  two  points  tell  me  that  if  they  can  .see  any- 
thing at  all  on  a  foggy  night  they  invariably  catch  a 
dull  yellow  radiance  from  the  rock,  whilst  the  Lizard 
i.s  invisible.  The  oil  lias  more  penetrative  power.  Its 
chemical  combination  is  nearer  the  iiieiiu  of  nature's 
resources." 

At  the  proper  time  he  banished  them  to  the  kitdien 
to  prepare  dinner,  a  feast  diverted  from  the  hour  of 
noon  by  the  chances  of  the  day.  He  adopted  every 
expedient  to  keep  them  busy,  to  tire  them  physically 
and  mciitally,  to  render  tlicm  so  exhausted  tl.at  they 
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A.  1...  ,.,,,,1,1  ,„.,  I.,,,.  „,..  , |,   ,,,,,,  ,1^^,^.  ^^^^^^^1  ^^^ 

•  "jmrt  fr,.,„  .„„.,  „ nmr,  i„  ,hr....  ...nrs...  was  ,. 

h-  tn,y  a„.l  .1,,.  ,„|..,r  ,„,„,^,  „  ,„„„,  ,,,„,^.^,_  . 

:;'"'^''' ".; '"'  --"■""•  Ti,,,.  w,.„.  ,.i,..,,f., , 

«r,({s  civcr  It. 

Kni.l.  wl,„s..  |„n,  it  was  |„  |,n„^,  „,,  ,|,„     ,„,,.,  „, 

viaisiioss. 

««full..  „f. lark, r..„s,c.,„tlu.r..w,.r.l„.„,.atl,  ,.,...  I 
Ml  as  ,r  s.m,c.tl,i„K  wcTo  .r....,.!,,,,  „,.  ,,„i,k,j.  ,„,,,i„j 
toKral.  mo  liv  tliLMUikles." 

••  Vo„  sl,.,„l,l  K..  up  an.l  .l.mn  tl,r  times  in  the 
•ark  was  Uran-l's  r,.iiK..  "Wl,..,  von  ,,„itt.,l  the 
-  -.r  ovel  f,.r  ,  ,.  thin,  as.-ent  ,..,.  won,;,  ....ase  to  worry 
HlK)iit  impossihle  f,-al)s."  ^ 

<'<>nstan(v  lookc,  at  Jht  wal.l,. 

"  Only  ei«ht  o-dock .'  What  a  ,o„^,  ,,av  it  I,as  heen.- 
slic  commented. 

'•You   „„,st  «o  to  he,,  earl,.     Sleep  in   my  roon,. 

Izzt  t::  't'  "''"-  ■^•""  ■"'■■-  -••'  -^ "-  ''""^^ 

s  oomfor  ah  c.     Now  I  wi,l  leave  yon  in  charge  of  „,e 
lamp  wlnlst  I  go  ami  lock  up." 
Jliey  lauglie,,.     It  .s„„n,le,,  so  h.mie-like. 
'Any  fear  of  burg,ars.-"  cried  Enid. 
"Yes.  most  expert  era.fcmen,  wind,  and  rain,  and 
-sleet,      ne  a,,.led  ,,uiet,y.     " I   must  fasten  al,  the 
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storm-slniltiTs  and  make  fvorylhiiif;  snug.     Don't  stir 
until  I  wake  you  in  tlie  morning." 

''  Poor  old  dad ! "  sighed  Constance.     "  Wluit  a  vigil ! " 

lie  was  making  new  entries  in  the  weather  report 
when  she  remarked  thoughtfully: 

"  It  is  high-water  about  half  past  one,  I  think  ? " 

He  nodded,  pretending  to  treat  the  question  as  of  no 
special  import. 

"  From  all  a[)pearan''es  there  will  be  a  heavy  sea," 
she  went  on. 

"  Just  an  ordinary  bad  niglit,"  he  said  coolly. 

"  Do  the  waves  reach  far  up  the  lighthouse  in  a  gale  ?  " 
she  persistcil. 

Then  Brand  grasped  the  situation  firmly. 

"So  that  your  slumbers  may  be  peaceful,"  he  said, 
"  I  will  call  your  kind  attention  to  the  fact  that  the  Gulf 
Rock  light  has  appeared  every  night  during  the  past 
twenty-five  years,  or  since  a  date  some  four  years  before 
you  were  born,  Constance.  It  contains  4,000  tons  of 
granite  and  is  practically  monolithic,  as  if  it  were  carved 
out  of  a  quarry.  Indeed,  I  think  its  builder  went  one 
better  than  nature.  Here  are  no  cracks  or  fissures  or 
undetected  flaws.  The  lowest  course  is  bolted  to  the 
rock  with  wrought-iron  clamps.  Every  stone  is  dove- 
tailed to  its  neighbors,  and  clasped  to  them  with  iron, 
above,  below  and  at  the  sides.  If  you  understand  conic 
sections  I  could  make  clearer  the  scientific  aspect  of  the 
.structure,  but  you  can  take  it  from  me  you  are  far  safer 
here  than  on  a  natural  rock  many  times  the  dimensions 
of  this  column." 
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'  rijat  sounds  verv  siti^f..,.t 
sleepily.  •    ■'•"'^f-"'*<'0-.     .nunnured  Enid, 

Soon  after  nine  ^c^t^  f-""^:?''' ''"''"'■•^""''• 
The.  pro„.i..d  nou:':^.,^^  T  ^"'"'•"'«*"- 
of  good  behavior,  E„i,l  s,i7sh  ^n      '  "  ^"''™"''^^'^ 

edge  that  t    w      ,1        "r    "'  """''^•"^■'^  "'  ""-'  "<'>"»>- 

ofuneo„i';:::;;:r^""''^-'°'"""-".'ot»-eeuH,y 

Jn^te^pera.nJ';:,;::^:;;:';::;;'--     Inereas. 

back  througl.  the  records  of  several  IZ    I     ,  "^ 

a  -ilar  .set  of  conditions  oJaHrvr""' 
He  was  stationed  then  on  th    V     .,  ^^'''■'''   '^'"- 

-;..e„.heran,t:r^rrt:r''"'''"^' 

with  the  date  so  he  ,.„„  i.  .  ''"'"■''""'■e  connected 
that  year.  AhT  ^  t  fj'! '''1?""- "^-^  f- 
The  chief-keeper.  a  st™  "r      I  •  ^  "    "''P^'"^''-'^- 

meteorologist  ^     *"  '"'"'  "'^^  ^°'"<^"'ing  „f  a 

He   had   written;     "At   4  15    p  „     *;.      .. 
stood  at  27.16°  and  th.fl  *"    barometer 

'  ''"o  tnc  thermometer  at  4t  sn"     ti, 
was  a  heavy  sea  anri  ..   V      -,       .  "     There 

s-  S.-W.  Lz  fi  o-cwk  hf:"r"'"«  ^-^  '^<^ 

hurricane  and  the  sea  heca^     orj  Wot^r  ^'J  /"  " 

«>en  it  during  five  vears'  ^   "   .'"  ""'^"t  than  I  have 

>^'"^'    experience  of  this  station. 
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Judging  solely  by  tlie  clouds  and  the  flight  of  birds,  I 
should  imagine  that  the  cyclonic  centre  passed  over  the 
Scilly  Isles  and  the  Land's  End." 
Then,  next  day: 

"  A  steady  northeast  wind  stilled  the  sea  most  efiFec- 
tually.  Within  twenty-four  hours  of  the  first  signs  of 
the  hurricane  the  Channel  was  practicable  for  small 
craft.  A  fisherman  reports  that  the  coast  is  strewn 
with  wreckage." 

Brand  mused  over  the  entries  for  a  while.  With  his 
night  glasses  he  peered  long  into  the  teeth  of  the  grow- 
ing storm  to  see  if  he  could  find  the  double  flash  of  the 
magnificent  light  on  the  Bishop  Rock,  one  of  the  At- 
lantic breakwaters  of  the  Scilly  Isles.  It  was  fully 
thirty-five  miles  distant,  but  it  flung  its  radiance  over 
the  waters  from  a  height  of  143  feet,  and  the  Gulf  Rock 
lamp  stood  130  feet  above  high-water  mark.  A  lands- 
man would  not  have  distinguished  even  the  nearer 
revolutions  of  the  St.  Agnes  light,  especially  in  the  prev- 
alent gloom,  and  wisps  of  spindrift  were  already 
striking  the  lantern  and  blurring  the  glass. 

Nevertheless,  he  caught  the  quick  flashes  reflected 
from  clouds  low,  but  unbroken.  As  yet,  there  was  a 
chance  of  the  incoming  tide  bringing  better  weather, 
and  he  bent  again  over  the  record  of  the  equinoctial  gale 
in  1891.  Soon  he  abandoned  this  hope.  The  growing 
thunder  of  the  reef  as  the  tide  advanced  gave  the  first 
unmistakable  warning  of  what  was  to  come.  As  a 
mere  matter  of  noise  the  reef  roared  its  loudest  at  half- 
tide.  He  understood  now  that  a  gale  had  swept  across 
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tlic  Atlantic   in   an   irregular  trarlc      H 
winds  may  race  thr.  ,|,|  .  •  Howsoever  the 

y  rdge  tiif  tides  remain  steadfast  and  tl>,.  „      » 
waves  now  rushin"  nn  fr„„  *i  '  ^^'^^^ 

uMiing  up  from  the  west  were  netiinll,.  i 

certe/    r'       m  ^ ^        '"™'"''  "'  ""  --  <ii-n. 

inaceessihied,!?;;:;:  tXt  ^^°'"''  ^^•"-^'" 
would  take  the  wateh  "  te  ?,  '  ,  ""'*  '^^"'  "'^  *?'''-'^ 
and  they  must  learn  ^  7  T^  ^'"^  '"'"''"l^^^^i^od 
comforts  of  1   ten"  '""  "'"  '""""*''">■  «"''  '«- 

They  wouh    bene"  "   '«»^™-t'ound   lighthouse. 

j-adirgtit::::;:^::;!"'^''-'''''^^''^ 
£^e:tlr;rr:r;T'^"--^ 

^e.^..  their  p=:e^-:;~-^-h 

it  ir:i:^:Hir/r/;'-  ^  '^-- 

whiehtJungitselfonthe        I        ^  ""-'"''•''"^  ^""^^ 

!;.e.<.ssLpt;c^:t^rt^n^r 
^-^^:^^^^-:  ^ 

sional  shiver  as  the  .r    \    ,'^'^  ''"'°'  «■"«'  an  oeea- 
-sist  the  ene^.        '"""=  '^"^^''  "^  -'g%  heart  to 

^'f  7:  pa.  the  .antern1„r4't/"  e  '"'"''' 
P'Pod,  it  bellowed,  it  Diaved  on  •^.  ^.     "•^'-     I'  sang,  ,t 

with  eymbals.  ^i -h,  ,„  f'T  "u '''"'' "''■*''<^ 
he  looked  at  the  cloek.  after 
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ijiidnight  —  there  was  a  siistaineil  screedi  in  the  voice 
of  the  temjKJst  whieli  he  (hd  not  reiiieiiilier  liaving  heard 
before.  At  last  the  exphmatioii  d:uvni'd  on  him.  The 
hurricane  was  tliere,  a  few  feet  away,  shut  otf  from  him 
by  mere  sheets  of  glass.  Tlie  liglitliouse  thrust  its  tall 
shaft  into  this  merciless  tornado  witli  grim  steadfastness, 
and  arouml  its  smootli  contours  jioured  a  volume  of 
unearthly  melody  which  seemed  to  surge  up  from  the 
broad  base  and  was  flung  off  into  the  darkness  by  the 
outer  sweep  of  the  cornice. 

The  wind  was  traveling  seventy,  eighty,  mayliap  a 
hundred  miles  an  hour.  Not  (luring  all  his  service, 
nor  in  earlier  travels  through  distant  hnuls,  had  he  ever 
witnessed  a  storm  of  such  fury.  He  thought  he  lieard 
something  crack  overhead.  He  looked  aloft,  but  all 
seemed  well.  Not  until  next  day  did  he  discover  that 
the  wind-vane  had  been  carried  away,  a  wrought-iron 
.shank  nearly  two  inches  thick  having  snapped  like  a 
piece  of  worsted  at  the  j)lace  where  the  tempest  had 
found  a  fault. 

He  tried  to  look  out  into  the  heart  of  the  gale.  The 
air  was  full  of  flying  foam,  but  the  sea  was  beaten  flat. 
If  the  growling  monster  beneath  tried  to  fling  a  defiant 
crest  at  the  tornado,  the  whole  mass  of  water,  many 
tons  in  weight,  was  instantly  torn  from  the  surface  and 
flung  into  nothingness.  Some  of  these  adventurers, 
forced  up  by  the  reef,  hit  the  lighthouse  with  greater 
force  than  many  a  cannon-ball  fired  in  battles  which 
have  made  history.  Time  after  time  the  splendid 
structure  winced  beneath  the  blow. 
[90] 
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"w*:t;;:!r:;,™;;::;;-- .,,.,.,,,,,,„,,, 

"«  l»«...l.  of  |».j, ,  ;,      ■ ;  '"'■  "  ■""  T.ite  ,,i,I,,„ 

f"'r'^::'t::t;;;s:''-'~V-- 

'^''-'r '.an.,,.  :.,;;;:.';;;;;-'-'<"'•  wi^L 

Just  little  brass  s.tow.     •  ,  '  ,«""''•'>''>»■„,„. 

n-"'KM  l,e.si,lo.  Su.,,,™!!'",'!^'  '""  "'"*'  "'"'  ''"'ding 
-"">>'.ant  kno,v,eS  •  ,^'"  '''""''  *"  f""'  "'«  trf- 
'■•Sht  was  ,.e,v;n„  ,rr,  ^;    ^"^  P"-  -In-tc  bea.u  of  the 

zep,.yr.s.  "'^'"  "f  "i"o„Iij,ht  and  .soft 

"T,iankGo(lfort,iat'"I>„^ 
cana  .an  ..  better  tLIr,^:::'^"-"-     ""- 

eyes.     S,,eea'rie.,re  hnTern''T.''  P'"'^'  ""''  ■*■■"'•"^' 
-hoi.ad,,een  cr^C^Z.    '^^'""'"— P*  Knid 
"  f«  t'..-s  sort  of  t,;„;  :;::  ::'""•  -  ?'-k  her  .ear.,, 
arranged  for  our  benefit ''.f  •''''"■'•' ^''"""'•'"""'■e 
fine  attempt  at  a  smile      '  •'""glXer.  ,vit,,  „ 

do^h:t;';J.""^'''"^^'"-^'^'"-<^E„id.     -Why 
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CHAPTER  XI 
THE  MIDDLE   WATCH 

It  says  a  good  deal  for  Stephen  Brand's  eourape  thai 
he  was  able  to  laugh  just  then,  but  it  is  a  line  tiling  for  a 
man,  in  a  monieht  of  suprenicst  danger,  to  be  cilUctl  on 
to  comfort  a  weeping  woman. 

The  next  minute  might  be  their  last  —  of  that  he 
was  fully  conscious.  Even  before  the  girls  reached  his 
side  he  felt  a  curious  lifting  movement  of  the  whole 
frame  of  the  lantern.  Steel  and  glass  alike  were  'eld- 
ing to  the  sustained  violence  of  the  wind-piv.>sure. 
Well  were  they  molded,  by  men  whose  conscience  need 
harbor  no  reproach  of  dishonest  craftsmanship;  they 
were  being  tested  now  almost  beyond  endurance. 

Some  natures  would  have  found  relief  in  prayer. 
Gladly  would  Constance  and  Enid  have  sunk  on  their, 
kncfcs  and  besought  the  Master  of  the  Winds  to  spaje 
them  and  those  at  sea.  But  Brand,  believing  that  a 
catastrophe  was  imminent,  decided  that  in  order  to  save 
the  girls'  lives  he  must  neither  alarm  them  nor  lose  an 
unnecessary  instant. 

To  desert  the  light  —  that  was  impossible  personally. 
If  given  the  least  warning,  he  vould  spring  towards  the 
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Enid,  .nor    ;:  a   r    rTT  l""'  '"'''^'••''  '■"  -^P"-- 

father  cl.;!     ^    „  f 'r'T' ' ''''' ^'''^■-     ^heir 
-.  p..rn  .„.„;:;:,- ^^7^^ct  in  the  face  of 

tlie  time  it  is  ready  _ "  ^"^  °''  ^*°^«-     By 

"Shivering,  indeed!" 

^fr::d'"ir---^^"-^..^ 

"f«^™."     She,  too,  could  dare  '^'^''^-otto: 

Down  you  go,  Enid,"  she  cried      "H„    K  n  u 
his  cocoa,  poor  man."  ^  ^''""  ''"^e 
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He  looked  over  his  sliouldor  ami  caught  his  daughter 
glancing  at  him  from  the  well  of  the  stairs. 

"  Bad  night,"  he  shouted  cheerfully,  and  he  cheated 
her  quick  intelligence  a  second  time. 

They  were  fione.  Perchance  it  was  his  last  sight  of 
them  in  this  life.  Three  times  the  stalwait  frame-work 
creaked.  Once  it  moved  so  perceptibly  that  the  cur- 
tain rings  jingled.  Then  he  remembered  the  words 
of  Isaiah : 

"  For  thou  lia.st  been  a  strength  to  the  poor,  a  strength 
to  ;'ae  needy  in  his  distress,  a  refuge  from  the  .storm,  a, 
shadow  from  the  heat,  when  the  blast  of  the  terrible 
ones  is  .as  a  .storm  against  the  wall." 

The  blast  of  tlie  terrible  ones!  AVhat  a  vivid  pen- 
picture  of  the  awesome  forces  of  nature.  How  long 
would  this  tornad"  continue?  Already  it  must  have 
strewed  its  path  with  havoc  at  sea  and  on  land.  His 
physical  senses  were  elevated  to  the  supernatural.  He 
seemed  to  acipiire  abnormal  powers  of  sight  and  hear- 
ing. He  could  see  tlie  trees  bending  before  the  wrath- 
ful wind,  hear  the  crashing  tiles  and  brickwork  as 
houses  were  demolished  and  people  hurled  to  death. 
But  there  was  no  ecstasy  of  soul,  no  mental  altitude. 
In  quick  reaction  came  the  fanciful  memory  of  the  hardy 
old  salt  who  cheered  his  shipmates  during  a  terrific 
gale  with  the  trite  remark: 

"  I  pity  the  poor  folk  ashore  on  a  night  like  this." 

What  a  curious  jumble  of  emotions  jostled  in  his 
brain.     A  step  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous!  Not 
even  a  step.     They  were  ine.\tricably  interwoven,  the 
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woof  nn.I  tl...  warp  „f  ,1,1,,^,,.     H,.  r„,.l|.„|  , 

i:=l:s:^; -~"-;^: 

,.7  ";;■-■-"'''■"■■■■-"''■■•■■■'-.".'■.■.*. ..- 

..^^:L^:::;::r2';-;- - 

Tk':™,^  ;':;;,'■•''''' '':""■"'""■ i"-™-'^ 

Ik.  ..nJ  J„|,|,. |„ »      "'k  of 

S:r "  ""■""'■ """ '-  -»^'.  •>."«:;:." 

The  hurrioano  had   lasted   thlrtv  fi. 

did  great  da.nage  to  the  S  iHv  Is  ;  M  7"  "'"■'•'' 

of  the  south  ,.,!;,st,  ye  stm  i  ei?  "  '\  ''"""""''^ 
North  Sea.  Dwellers  ilTnl'd,.:"""''^'-'^  "  *''^' 
and  ineredulous  when  the  n  —fs  "k"  ^t""' 
traordinary  violence  \  fr„.l  •  T  ?  ^  '*'  "" 
than  a  He.' iltlJIe."'"*^  *"-''"- 

Up  clattered  Eni.l  with  the  .steaming  beverage-  Cnn 
stance,  the  .an.ern-bearer.^providing  tl  r::!?!?"- 
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"I  ilo  liolicve  it  is  l>lowin)(  worse  tliaii  ever,"  siiiil 
Eniil,  striving  (les|)oriiti'ly  to  ho  iincomcmcil.  In 
n-.'ity,  till-  Hiifjry  wind  was  no  longer  iilile  to  Ixluiul 
the  waves.  With  a  rising  tiile  and  tlie  gale  assisting 
thiTo  would  s(«)n  he  a  sea  worthy  of  Turner  in  his  mad- 
dest mood. 

"Good  graeious,  dad,"  rried  Constance,  "how  pnle 
you  arc.  And  your  forehead  is  wet.  What  have  you 
heen  doing  .•*" 

Krand  hastily  tnop|H-d  his  face  with  a  handkercliief. 

"During  .some  of  the  heavy  gusts,"  he  explained, 
"I  was  compelled  to  stand  on  the  trimming  stage. 
An<l  —  the  micrometer  valve  re(piired  adjustment." 

She  eyed  him  narrowly.  The  nuirgin  of  suspicion 
was  wider. 

"  There  is  nothing  else  wrong  ?  "  she  asked. 

He  approached  and  kissed  her  car. 

"  Since  when  did  my  little  girl  hegin  to  doubt  mc  ?  " 
he  said  quietly. 

Her  eyes  filled.  Eve:,  the  hint  of  a  reproach  from 
him  was  intolerable.  For  the  life  of  her  she  could  no 
longer  control  the  flood  of  terror  which  welled  up  be- 
yond restraint. 

"  Forgive  me,  dad,"  she  murmured,  "  hut  I  thought, 
and  I  still  think,  that  we  were  and  are  in  a  position  of 
the  utmost  peril.  I  can't  help  knowing  that  it  is  high- 
water  about  two  o'clock.  It  is  now  only  a  quarter  to 
one.  The  worst  is  not  over.  Do  you  think  I  cannot 
read  your  dear  face!  Dad!  if  there  is  danger,  dont 
send  us  away  again." 
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Tear,  w.t,.  slr<.a,ninK  -l.»v..  lur  white  ,.|u-.-k,.     Kni.l 

ll.»  »,tl,„r,t  fr.,,,,   Ikt  prou.l  an.l  .self-r.-liant  suJ 

-ct  U  ,  o„.„  o„  „,..  «  ri,in«.dc.sk  with  „  .rash,  ' 

_  <>!■.  .I.«r,"  sIk-  wuilcl.  "I  don't  wrn.t  any  cocoa  if 

tertamly  if  S,e,,|.,,,  „„.„,,  ,,„,,  ;„, 

*:  ::;;:i''''''''^  7'-''"'''' '■''""«'' ^-K  and  ,o.:;. 

»  "  K^ mnne  ,s„rr..„,|..r  lo  „„  nn.ontrollaUo  spasn.  „ 
.H..,e«.,d,.vefe...d,e.,...Hs.JZ« 

And    I  o  w„„,leH„l  relief  of  it!    What  a  tonic,  after  the 
ordeal  he  had  emlnred!  ^"^IM  Uil 

It  chanced.  j„.t  then,   that  „n  emancipated  wave 
emhraccl    he  granite  <.oI„n,n,  hit  the  cornice,  an.l  dT 
"«ed  the    antern,  it.s   disintegrated  n.ass  .str  I^n '   ihe 
«lass  w,th  force  enongh  to  hreak  any  ordinarv     i:i; 
The  astonnded  g.rls  could  not  refuse  the  eWdenceJ 
eyes  and  cars.     Here  ,vas  the  frantic  sea  leapinTto  a 
|e.«h    o    o„e  Hundred  and  forty  feet  and n  ye 
her    athcr  was  treating  the  incident  as  the  mertes 
joke  of  many  a  month.  "crriesi 

Brai'v!"  ?'"  '":  ''"'^  '"^■^'"''^  '■"•"<'  be  contrived, 
aran.    was  o  .,,ou.sIy  n„t  acting.     The  hearty  puha- 
ons  o    laughter  had  restored  his  ruddv  color.     eI 
dcntly  they  were  alarmed  about  nothing" 

last'"''naf  "•  '!"'"'  -7"^  •'"■"""«  -P''  f"^  -ed  at 
at.       Have  no  fear.     It  is  only  the  dochan  doru  be- 
fore many  another  feast." 
Feeling  somewhat  ashamed  of  themselves,  though 
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siniliiig  v.rv'  wistfully,  tli.-y  <>l>ryr<l  liiiii.  Ilr  sipped 
his  <iHiMi  willi  rial  tiDiiclmliincc.  AriDflicr  wiivo  liirncil 
n  soiniTsmill  ovir  llu'  laiilcrn.  llraiKl's  cinlj-  niixicly 
was  Id  I)|.>w  at  the  steaming  licjuid  un<l  emil  it  suffi- 
ciently. 

^Vt  was  he  watehinj?  them  and  Immmerinj;  out  tlio 
rijtht  course  to  ailopt.  lie  alone  un(hTstoo<l  that,  to 
the  novice,  the  aniazinj;  ordeal  from  which  the  light- 
house had  successfully  euierfji-d  was  as  naught  com- 
pared with  the  thunderous  hlows  of  the  waves,  the 
nstouncliuK  rcverlKTations  of  the  hollow  |)illar,  the  con- 
tlinu)us  deluj,'e  of  spray  strikinj;  the  lantern,  which  the 
infuriated  sea  would  inflict  on  them. 

To  urf;e  any  further  cfTort  to  sleep  was  folly.  They 
must  remain  witli  him  and  he  comforted. 

Itciiif,'  reasonable  jjirls,  of  fine  spirit  uniler  conditions 
less  lienunihiuK,  it  was  better  that  they  should  gnisp 
the  facts  accurately.  They  woulil  bo  timid,  of  course, 
just  as  people  are  timid  during  their  first  attempt  to 
walk  'twixt  rock  and  cataract  at  the  Falls  of  Niagara, 
but  they  would  have  confi<lence  in  their  guide  and  en- 
dure the  surrounding  pandemonium. 

"  Here's  to  you,  Enid.  Still  we  live,"  he  cried,  and 
drained  his  cup. 

'■  I  sup-pup-pose  .so,"  she  .stammered. 

"  Better  sup  up  your  cocoa,"  said  Constance.  "  Xow 
I  am  quits  with  you  for  this  afternoon." 

"I'll  tell  you  what,"  went  on  Brand,  confidentially. 
"  In  that  locker  you  will  find  a  couple  of  stout  pilot- 
coats.     Put  them  on.     As  I  cannot  persuade  you  to 
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M"i::;';:;;;;;r:;;':''"" '■■"' - 

rt": "'^:':'::^':t:r,^z;:: 

«    "lis  i|iiiri'  iiorinii    ii,r,,  „      SI ,.„ 

'"•IihmI  Iut  sist.r  into  ll„.  I,  ,         "        ""  •*'«": 

1.  ""^  lu'uvv  reefer    im.l  ,.      i     i 

•"•If  .■.).nf..r(,il,le  i„  |„r„  '        '    '""'''  '"■•- 

'-pie  of  re,™i,.i,.,i.einir.,  ,:;;•..     ^—  l'-^-' 
'"""*'"••■-" '"■K.in  Kni.l. 

"That  fellow  —nrrived       ;..  .i 
-M'hasi.e„.vre„J:^^'T       •--     "f.in;e_,„ 

"'^'''-  is  y.n,,.  I,a,„i.s,„  of  fi        ;       '■  ''^''"'T'"'^  •">■• 
P'"'r.      It„l  v„u  a  e  fa         .  "'"•■  '^"""  "  ""■'"- 

"e.e...a..,;::;st'!r;::r'''""""^-'"'^- 

con,pa.a,ivel,  l..n.le.s,  !„     1  L^.^"^  i     "''  "" 
Pounde.1  for  a„  hour  or  so   he    '  "'  ''"■"  "•^■" 

">  meet  the  aln.ost  .siLt'lirrr ''""''  '""'^-'^ 
«-yo..ee.h.h...a.e,Slit:!r^^"^''""^'^- 

^"'""""'"-^"d'^manded  Constance 
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"You  have  heen.  Tlic  liglitliousc  lias  out-fared  a 
hurricane  sucli  as  has  n(}t  visited  Englantl  before  in 
my  lifetime.  It  is  over.  The  wind  lias  dropiK-d  to  a 
No.  10  gale,  and  we  have  not  lost  even  a  hit  of  skin  to 
my  knowledge.  Now  the  cannonade  is  beginning. 
Certainly,  we  may  have  the  glass  broken,  by  a  rare  ac- 
cident, but  no  worse  fate  can  befall  us." 

A  heavy  tliud  was  followed  by  a  dihigc  without. 
They  heard  the  water  pouring  off  the  gallery. 

Constance  leaned  forward,  with  hands  on  knees. 
Her  large  eyes  looked  into  his. 

"  This  time,  dad,  you  are  not  choosing  your  words," 
she  said. 

"I  am  sorry  you  .sliovdd  think  that,"  was  the  reply. 
"  I  selected  each  phrase  with  singular  care.  Never  be 
misled  by  the  apparent  ease  of  a  sjwaker.  The  best 
impromptu  is  prepared  beforehand." 
"You  dear  old  humbug,"  she  cried. 
Now  the  quiet  dcadliness  of  the  scene  which  followed 
the  reappearance  of  Enid  ami  lurs'li  from  their  bed- 
room was  manifest  to  her.  Enid,  too,  was  looking 
from  one  to  the  other  in  eager  striving  to  grasp  the  es- 
sentials of  an  episode  rajiidly  grouping  its  details  into 
.sequence.  Brand  knew  that  if  he  parried  his  daugh- 
ters' questioning  they  would  be  on  their  knees  by  his 
side  forthwith,  and  he  wished  to  a\oid  any  further  ex- 
citement. 

"  Please  attend,  both  of  you."  he  growled,  with  mock 
severity.  "  I  am  going  to  tell  you  something  that  will 
console  you." 
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oo„i''":'.S;l'::r^-^  r  «»  -  «"  ">o  ti^e.-  ,.e 
«Pa.-odie  con™  :r  7  ■^'''""''  '"-^  «-  ,.our.s  o^ 

-■"  have  atlastl  :  :7;''''  ™"  --  '^o  .oef  .e 
four  o'clock  there  wie;'""'^""'"'*^ ''"'■'■'•  "^bout 
-  -•     I  suppose  ,1       1"  r™"f.  "''•«-  f-  an  hour 

^yZs:Jx^"''- '"" "'"  '"■  ■■"  "'^-  "'-'•"^  •• 

iou  say  that,"  she  cnV,!   '•!       '  ■ 
'-king.g,a..  is  yards  avvay  '">  "''"'  """  "'^  "--«' 

_"e  pointed  with  his  pipe. 
In  the  second  drawer  nf  ti       i    , 
h-^'iograph.     It  i,  oniritov  ,    r     r'  ^'"^  ""'  ^-^  « 

Thoy  ran  togethe     .17'    "   '?"  ^"^'''y  "-" 
-■     The  next  wa  ;  p  J:;"'  f*^  "«''•  --'ar  mir- 
-"t  "P  .0  .he  ,an,p    '1: 'J::';?'^^^-     «™"-..  he 
-ght  go  ,o  bed  when  the  r™,    '    J.^  ""^  ''"P^  'hey 

After  much  talk  of  disordeill, 
round  the  eyes,  cracked  I  tJ::;  """  ^'-'^-.  -gs 
fccts  which  a  prettv  w.  '''"  ""''ageou:;  de- 

^--herdressin';"lVSrt"""'"^  '"''''  "'-"-d 

■'Hereisac,nclti:tg'      t^*^-'^^ 
any  steamer  hooting  P "  ""''*'  ^o"  heard 
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them  ho  saw  that  the  pointer  of  the  auriscopc  bore  due 
southwest,  though  the  last  siren  of  wliich  they  had  any 
knowh'ilf;e  sounded  from  tlie  opposite  direction. 

He  picked  up  a  htfic  trumpet  rescrabhng  the  horn 
of  a  motor-car. 

"  I  use  this  for  tests,"  he  explained.  Its  tiny  vibrator 
(|uickly  brought  the  needle  round  towards  his  hand. 

"  It  is  improbable  in  the  highest  degree  that  any 
.steamer  i-  near  enough  to  affef  i  the  auriscope,"  he  .said. 
"  On  a  night  like  this  they  give  the  coast  a  wide  berth." 

He  quitted  them  again.  The  girls,  having  nothing 
better  to  do,  watched  the  dial  to  sec  if  any  change  oc- 
curred. He  heard  them  use  the  small  trumpet  three 
times.     Then  Eni''  sang  out: 

'■  Oh,  do  come,  dad.  It  goes  back  to  the  southwest 
regularly." 

He  joined  in  the  watch.  The  needle  was  pointing 
north  in  obedience  to  the  sound-waves  created  in  the 
room.  Suddenly,  it  swung  round  nearly  half  the  cir- 
cumference of  the  dial. 

"Hush!"  he  said.  They  listened  intently,  but  the 
roar  of  wind  and  water  was  too  deafening.  They 
ct)uld  hear  naught  else.  He  went  to  the  southwest 
point  of  the  glass  dome,  but  the  lantern  was  so  blurred 
with  rivulets  of  water  that  he  could  see  nothing  save  a 
tawny  vastness  where  the  light  fell  on  the  flying  spin- 
drift. 

To  make  sure,  he  tested  the  auriscope  again,  and 
with  the  same  result. 

"A  vessel  is  approaching  from  the  southwest,"  he 
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announced,  cravclv      "  v  ■,      , 

*he  reef.     1  „,,,  ,„,^  ^  J-P'f -'  approach  ,o„  near 

^ne  small  door  of  tl     i 
Bay.  .^o  lu.  had  no  ,hffi,  I  ;"'""  T'-^  '"-ards  the 

t'l  he  was  facing  it  and  .,    •       ■     ^"""'*  ""^  ^^'"^  "n- 
Scniy  I,],,  ^       "'"'  S»^'"g  '"  the  direction  of  the 

wliispercd    E,dr'  'T'm!?  "  '"   '^""f^"'"'    •^"""■e." 
"-  -a«  I,  thinlcing  of  'rth"  /""   ^"''^'   ■^^"fi^''- 

y-t  that  little  machint  tL  ^  "'  "'-^  """  P<>ri'. 

duty."  "'^"•^  "•"'^  feithfullj.  doing  itj 

"  It  was  not  alone  in  it,  self  .  I       , 
never  k„o,,  dearest,  W      ^1'";"""!.    ^^''^  ^'^"" 
e  sent  ns  off  ,vith  a  jest  on  I  '    r         "'''^""^  ^^^^ - 
"-"^^ht  the  lantern  wo,  Id  be  I.     ''     ''"     '  ^™  ^"^^  ^^ 

--t;e:rsr;':::;;^r"'*'^'".too.p,ace 

^''""ow-     IhadthevagLTttT'"     '  ^''"  ^^  " 
hoodwinked  me."  ^  ""  ''^  suspicion,  but  he 

E^^S^X"  """'""'^'"^'^ '<="'•-.■■  cHed 

Yes,  we  would.     ThinL-^^'i,' 
^Vas  it  for  us  to  disobey  ""        ^""'  '^"^''^'"^  '«  his  post. 

Overcome  bv  thoiV  f„  i- 
''■"''^  «■'*.     Througlf^Xt"^^,  ''"I  ■"  *"-  ^-  <^ 
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distinguish  Brand's  figure.     A  great  wave  tssailed  the 
lantern  and  Enid  screamed  loudly. 

"Don''.,  dear!"  crcd  Constance,  .shrilly.  "Father 
would  not  remain  there  if  it  were  dangerous." 

Nevertheless,  they  both  broathed  more  freely  when 
they  saw  him  again,  au  indeterminate  shape  against 
the  luminous  gloc'>i. 

Constance  felt  that  she  must  speak.  The  sound  of 
her  own  voice  begat  confidence. 

"  I  have  never  really  understood  tlad  until  tonight," 
^e  said.  "  What  an  ennobling  thing  is  a  sense  of  duty. 
He  would  have  died  here  quite  calmly,  Enid,  yet  he 
would  avoid  the  least  risk  out  there.  That  would  be 
endangering  his  trust.  Oh,  I  am  glad  we  are  here.  I 
have  never  lived  before  this  hour." 

Enid  stole  a  wondering  glance  at  her  sister.  The 
girl  seemed  to  be  gazing  into  depths  immeasurable. 
Afterwards  the  words  came  back  to  her  mind :  "  That 
would  be  endangering  his  trust." 

Brand  faced  the  gale  a  full  five  minutes.  He  re- 
turned hastily. 

"  There  is  a  big  steamer  heading  this  way  —  a  liner, 
I  fancy ,"  he  gasped,  half  choked  with  spray.  "  I  fear 
she  is  disabled.  She  is  firing  rockets,  and  I  suppose 
her  siren  is  going  constantly,  though  I  cannot  hear  it." 

He  ran  to  the  room  beneath.  Flushed  with  this  new 
excitement,  the  girls  donned  their  oilskin  coats  and 
arranged  their  sou'westers.  When  he  hurried  up  *hc 
stairs  he  was  carrying  four  rockets.  He  noted  their 
preparations. 
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h.T°?r.T'"  ","'  """■'  ^  •"'"•'  fl^"'  'ho  alarm  signal," 
he^houted.  "and  tie  yo.r  dresses  tightly  arc.nd  yo.. 

They  heard  the  loud  hissing  of  the  roekets.  and  the 
four  reports  traveled  dully  from  the  sky.  Th  ee  wh  c 
s^hu^s  and  one  .d  told  the  iJd's  End  el!:: - 

K<x-k  Probably  they  had  already  seen  the  vessel's 
signals.  In  any  event,  they  would  not  n,iss  the  .lispl  v 
from  the  lighthouse.  '     ■ 

hallty'"'  """'  '"'"'■""^•-  ''"'  '"''  ^^^-P'  "•"  ""  '"  'he 
Brand  had  already  gone  to  the  windwar.1  side.  The 
first  rush  of  ,h:  gale  made  them  breathless,  yet  they 
persevered  and  reaehed  hin,.  They  were  greeted  by  a 
c  mber,  but  their  father,  with  a  hand  on  thel  stulde'rs 

lan^;  ;'"  t'T'  ^"^  "■''  ^P^^>-  "-"-'  »«-st  the- 
rm ';'""''  '"^-"'-  H*^  ■<--  they  would  -ake  no 
...rm.  When  the  vessel  pas.sed,  their  boots  and  stoek- 
.ngs  would  be  soaked.  Then  he  eo.dd  insist  that  they 
should  go  to  bed.  • 

At  first  they  distinguished  nothing  .save  a  ehaotie 
b  end  of  wh,te  and  yellow  foam.  driWng  over  d,e  re^ 
a     an    apparently    ineredible    spee.l.     Overhead     the 
black  pall  of  the  .sk    .seemed  to'toueh  the  toptf  tie 
lantern.     Around,  in  a  vast  eirele  earve.l  ouLf    he 
murky   w.lderness,   the   wondrous   beam   of   the    i  h 
fought  an,l  eon.,uered  its  unwearied  foes.     Con,,..,;! 
caugh,  the  three  ,uiek  flashes  of  the  Seven  Stone      X 
sh,p  away  to  the  right.     She  faneied  she  saw  a  twrnk- 
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ling  ahead,  hut  this  was  the  SI.  Affiles  light,  and  ncitiior 
girl  could  make  out  (,ther  siglit  or  sound  until  Brand 
pointed  steadily  towards  one  spot  in  the  darkness. 

Before  they  coidd  follow  his  indicatio  i  they  were 
compelled  to  duck  to  avoid  another  wave.  Then,  as 
if  it  had  just  popped  up  out  of  the  sea,  they  divined  a 
tiny  white  spark  swinging  slowly  across  a  considerahlc 
area.  It  was  by  that  means  that  Brand  had  estimated 
the  size  an<l  nearness  of  the  steamer,  and  soon  Ihcy 
glimpsed  the  red  and  green  side-lights,  though  ever 
and  anon  the.se  were  hidden  hy  the  torrents  of  water 
.sweeping  over  her  decks.  Of  the  vessel  they  could  see 
nothing  whatever. 

Steadily  she  rolled  along  her  fearful  path.  Having 
once  found  her,  there  was  no  difficulty  in  estimatin  ; 
the  rapidity  of  her  approach.  Enid,  whose  eyes  were 
.strong  and  far-sighted,  fancied  she  caught  a  fitful  vision 
of  a  big,  black  hull  laboring  in  the  yellow  waves. 

Though  it  was  difficult  to  speak,  she  crept  close  to 
Brand  and  screamed. 

"  Ts  she  drifting  onto  the  reef .' " 
"  I  fear  so,"  he  answered. 
"  Then  .she  will  be  lost ! " 

■'Yes.  Unless  they  manage  to  pa.ss  to  s'uth'ard." 
Luckily  for  poor  liuman  nature,  menial  str.>ss  and 
physical  effort  rarely  unite  forces.  The  mere  attempt 
to  resist  the  wind,  the  constant  watchfulness  needed  to 
avoid  the  ambitious  seas,  though  these,  .strange  to  say, 
appeared  to  be  diminishing  in  siz;"  and  volume  as  the  tide 
rose,  served  to  dull  the  liorror  of  the  threatened  tragedy. 
[100] 
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ilerotl   half  frnntie   ))y   the  tliought   thut   the   stcunicr 
would  go  to  pieces  before  their  eyes. 

"Nothing,"  was  the  answer.  "Pray  for  them. 
Tlicy  are  in  tlic  hands  of  God." 

In  gruesome  distinctness  they  watched  the  vessel's 
approach.  The  siren  ceased.  Had  these  on  board 
abandoned  hope?  Pitching  and  rolling  in  a  manner 
that  suggested  the  possibility  of  foundering  in  deep 
water,  she  came  on  with  fatal  directness.  Suddenly,  a 
dreadful  thought  came  to  Brand's  mind.  The  light- 
house stood  on  the  easterly  and  most  elevated  portion 
of  the  reef,  whose  bearings  ran  southwest  by  west  and 
north-northwest.  At  low-water,  some  two  ac-ci  of 
jagged  rocks  were  exposed.  On  all  sides  the  soundings 
fell  to  sixteen  and  eighteen  fathoms.  What  if  this  help- 
less leviathan,  of  ten  thousand  tons  or  more  dead 
weight,  were  to  strike  the  pillar.'  This  was  quite  pos- 
sible with  the  tide  at  its  present  level.  It  all  depended 
whether  her  bows  were  raised  or  lowered  at  the  moment 
of  impact.  In  the  one  case  she  would  smash  away 
many  feet  of  rock,  and  perhaps  damage  the  foundations 
of  the  lighthouse:  in  the  other,  her  sharp  prow  would 
stab  into  the  vitals  of  the  granite,  and  the  huge  column 
might  collapse  in  common  ruin  with  its  colossal  assail- 
ant. 

One  of  the  girls,  he  never  remembered  which  of  them, 
spoke  to  him.  He  could  not  answer.  For  a  second 
time  that  night  he  knew  what  fear  meant.  He  watched 
the  onward  plunging  of  the  vessel  with  stupefied  eyes. 
He  saw,  as  in  a  dream,  that  her  officers  and  crew  were 
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still  making  desperate  efforts  to  weather  the  reef.  But 
w.th  the  utter  malignity  of  fate,  though  thej  might  have 
swung  her  to  port,  she  would  not  budge  a  yard  to  star- 
board,  for  now  Loth  wind  and  waves  assailed  her  most 
vehemently  on  the  starboard  quarter. 

Then  when  she  was  little  more  than  twice  her  own 
kngth  distant,  he  was  certain  that  a  dim  form  on  the 
bridge  signaled  to  the  chart-house.  With  a  miraculous 
deftness,  on  the  a.ssumption  that  her  wheel  was  put 
hard  over  she  fell  away  from  the  racing  .,cas.  Her 
red  hght  d.sap,x.-ared;  her  green  light  curved  into  full 
view.  The  next  wave  lifted  her  bodily,  with  a  mad  joy 
thant  should  be  able  to  use  her  to  batterits  enemy,  the 

Then  «hc  struck,  with  a  sickening  crash  that  was 
plamly  audible  above  the  roar  of  the  reef.  This  was 
not  enough.  Another  ru.sh  of  foaming  water  enveloped 
her  and  smashed  her  again  on  an  inner  ledge.  There 
she  lodged,  falling  inertly  over  to  starboard 

And  Brand  found  his  voice  once  more,  for.  as  sure  as 
this  terrible  night  would  have  its  end,  so  surely  had  the 
gallant  captain  of  the  steamer  refused  to  imperil  the 

SLh°e7   ''^'"   ""   ^"^    °^   '"""«   ^''    '^'P   ^^'^ 

The  tears  were  in  Brand's  eyes.  His  arms  encircled 
tJie  two  girls. 

"There  goes  a  fine  ship,  commanded  by  a  brave 
man.     he  cried. 

And  that  was  the  beginning  of  the  captain's  r^^uiem, 
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CHAPTER  VII 
THE  LOTTERY 

Just  as  the  spin  of  a  coin  may  mean  loss  or  gain  in 
so>ne  trumpt-ry  dispute  or  Ra.nc  of  tlic  hour,  in  like- 
manner,  apparently,  arc  the  Rruver  issnes  ..f  Hf,.  „r 
death  determined  at  times.  It  is  not  so,  we  know. 
Behmd  the  triviality  on  which  men  fasten  with  mnaze- 
ment  as  the  governing  factor  in  events  there  lies  an 
mserutable  pnrpo.se.  Yet,  to  those  watching  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  splendid  vessel,  there  was  little  evi.ience  of 
other  than  a  blind  fury  in  the  fashion  of  her  undoing. 

The  hoarse  wor.ls  had  .scarce  left  Urnnd's  lip.s  before 
a  third  wave,  higher  and  more  truculent  than  its  p.cde- 
ces.sors,  sprang  right  over  the  lost  ship  and  smolhered 
her  ,n  an  avalanche  of  wat.r.     \o  doubt  this  monster 
swept  away  some  of  the  officers  and  crew.     It  was  im- 
po.ss.bk  to  be  certain  of  aught  save  the  one  thing - 
ha    the  steamer  would  surely  break  up  before  their 
eyes.     The  w.ncl.  now  blowing  in  fierce  gusts,  the  sea 
nsmg  each  ...inute,  the  clouds  of  spray  chasing  each 
other  .n  cene  flights  through  space,  the  grinding,  inces- 
ant   utterly  ovenvhelniing  noise  of  the  reef,  made  all 
sights  and  sounds  indefinite.  neUuIons,  almost  fantastic 
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H'.t  wh.n  the  Riant  l.illow  r..o,.,|,..|,  Uvin^  ,l,o  ,|,i„ 

the  «  .t..n  cLasm,  tlu-re  to  be  .s„„l|.„v..,l  i„stantlv 
«  Mi-Ist  a  ur„,oil  whid.  l,a,.pilv  .lr..w„..,i  „,..  ,,.,,,2  „ 
«h™k.s  of  far  more  than  half  ,.f  th.,...  on  hoani  "^ 

tonstancc  an.l  Rni.I  s<.rea,n...I  hitterl,  in  tla.ir  «.„,• 
but  agam  thoy  wero  save.l  f,..,n.  utter  Jolh.pse  CL 
ex.gene,e.,  of  the  n.ornent.     Brand,   who  e  1  e.l    o 

:;t~rr^  *''^^''''' '"'•-"  ">'"^  ""■'"-!« 

tlie  level  of  the  protecting  halu.st-..le 

Yet  nothing  of  the  ,ort  took  pla<.e.     A  vast  el„„,l  of 

next  breath  of  the  gale.     This  inei.Ient  til.,  .    '    J 
house-keewr  much      TIi,.  ,•   .    i  i     i  .  '^ 

-..tHat\.r.ki,fu,;:::::i:t:;;-r:!:;;i: 

powerof  no  further  avail,  an.l  certain  that  his  s hi      . 
be  dnven  ashore,  had  or.lere.l  the  fires  to  be  ,irau-n    " 
the  ,team  to  be  exhausted  fr„„,  all  boilers  except  o  " 
Therefore,    her   shaft    was    broken,    reasone.l       r"     ' 
M^y  the  accident  had  occurred  during  the 

of  the  hurncane.  and  her  steering  gear,  of  little  use  Witt. 
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out  the  .IrivitiK  forro  tif  tlip  enifinva  to  help,  might  have 
been  (liHaliled  at  the  snmc  time. 

When  tlie  horror-striokrn  watchers  looked  af;ain  at 
the  wreck  the  forward  part  liud  shifted  its  |Hwition.  It 
was  now  lying  broadside  on  to  the  seus,  and  tlie  lofiy 
foremast  thrust  its  tniok  to  within  a  few  fi-et  of  them. 

They  were  span-d  one  ghastly  seene  wlii<li  must 
surely  have  bereft  the  girls  of  their  scns<-s.  The  ma- 
jority of  the  first-eluss  passengers  liml  gathen-d  in  the 
saloon.  Some  ehmg  like  limjx-ts  to  th<-  main  gangway. 
A  number,  mostly  men,  crowded  togellicr  in  tlie  draw- 
ing-r(H)m  on  t!ic  pronK-na<le  deck.  Further  than  this 
they  could  not  go,  a.s  the  companion  hatchways  had 
been  locked  by  the  ofTuer  of  the  watch,  the  decks  being 
quite  impassable. 

When  the  hull  yielded,  the  spacious  saloon  was  ex- 
posed to  the  vicious  waves.  Finding  this  new  cavern 
opened  to  them,  great  li(|uid  tongues  sprang  into  the 
darkness  and  licked  out  hapless  victims  by  the  score. 
Of  this  appalling  incident  those  in  the  lighthouse  knew 
nothing  until  long  afterwards. 

When  the  ship  stnick,  the  electric  dynamos  stopped 
and  all  her  lights  went  out.  The  lighthouse  lamp, 
owing  to  its  rays  lieing  concentrated  by  the  dioptric 
lens,  helped  not  at  oil  to  dissipate  the  dim  and  gha.sfly 
vision  beneath,  but  the  great  frame  of  the  fore  part  of 
the  vessel  served  as  a  break-water  to  some  extent,  and 
temporarily  withheld  the  waves  from  beating  against 
the  column. 

Hence  Brand,  straining  his  eyes  through  the  flying 
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an.  a.,  I.e  l.,M,,,  ,,, 1^,,  ,.,,,„,,,,,, ,,_,^._^^,,^^^^^^^^ 

;:f  ^'';'""^  ''"'"," '■  ''"""-  -f  tl,..  Iil,„.n.  „„., 

At  tl...  s,.,,,..  „„„„,,„  „,..  f„.,„i,,,,  ,«,,,,,„„,,  „,  „,,. 
!■  .mrv  a„.l  p.,„„„v  ..„„,Hv..,i  ,.,  ,„„,,  .,,,,,  „,^.  j,^,^ 
"I  llic  Miaiii  coiriimiiioii. 

If  >luT  lm.l  ,o.liMlH,v„,i«l,,  ,.,,,,,.,,,;,,  ,,,,^^^^,^^ 
"-""<•'  "'V.-l  ..,.  in  i,„,„.„,.,ral,l..  .larknrss.  A  a 
I"'"""- 'f '"•■'■"'•• '-v..r..f.,„.. va„.a„wh..fir...l 

:  '"'?;:■■  "',:'"■"•  ''■■"■  -"  'iwi-kiy  .ii.,..„v,.ro.i  uus 

"■"'""<■  "'•■  -»^'  «av...  passiMK  .l,r,.UKl.  ,1k.  sa- 
"...,.  s,.nn.,„s  .,,  „,.,,.,  ,„,„H„.  ,„r..UKh  ,1,..  ,.,h.,.  l,a„.h. 
On.  «,...,1  r..s„l,  a....n.nl.     Tlu-  s,r..„«  ......vas  aw„i„,, 

'-Hprol,.„,...,MK.  spar  .|..,.l„,,s,.,.rn,.,lawav.  and 
tlK.  group  of  .s„n-,vors.  I.,.„.„„l.,„l  „;,„  ,„|.|  „,„,  ;,,, 

"v<T-o„u.  I.v  .l,..ir  .l..sp..ra,,.  position.  .ouM  s...  ,1,..  ..„. 
It..  lK.>„l,t  ol  ,1,,.  granite.  ,„l„„,„  i„  f„,„t  ,,„,wne.l  with 
I  s  .I,a,  ..„.  of  l.rillia,,.....  Tlu.  Iil...ra,..,i  passenKor.  saw 
It  for  the  first  lim.-. 

Tlu.  si«ht  l,ro„Kl,t  no  ho,H..  I{,.tw..en  ship  „n,|  light- 
house was  a  trnc  niaHstron,  of  na.rc  than  sixty  fjt  of 
water  creat.,1  l,v  the  l.a..k-,vash  fron,  the  sxi-work 
n  he  shattered  hull.  K.en  ,  ,,,  ,,..,„.^,,  ^,„.,,  ,,^ 
■mde  of  wha  ava.l  was  iVr  The  iron  entranec  .l,K.r 
was    ull  fiftv  teet  al.ove  the  present  level  of  the  sea.     It 

unbed.led  n,  the  gran.te.  and  even-  wave,  even  in  the 

con.parative    n.oderation    eause.l    l.y    the    ohstrnotinK 

wreek.  swept  at  least  twenty  feet  of  the  smooth  stone 
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tiers.  It  is  tliis  very  fact  tliat  provents  rork  lif,'htliou.sos 
froHi  sddoni  if  cviT  si-rviri:,'  jis  rifuf,'c.s  for  ship-wrecked 
sailors.  The  aseemliiif,'  ladder  is  so  exposed,  the  .sea 
u.siially  so  tMrl)iileiit  under  th<>  hast  stress  of  wind,  that 
no  human  heiuf;  ran  retain  hand-hold  or  footing. 

\et,  there  was  one  faint  chance  of  sueeor,  anil  it  was 
not  a  sailor  who  grasped  it.  The  first  that  Brand  knew 
of  the  desperate  venture  was  the  sight  of  a  spectral  man 
climliing  up  the  .shrouds  of  the  foremast.  On  a  steamer, 
whose  yards  are  .seldom  used  for  sails,  the  practicable 
rope-ladder  ceases  at  the  fore,  main,  or  niizzen-top,  as 
the  case  may  he.  Thenceforward,  a  sailor  must  climb 
with  hands  and  feet  to  the  truck,  a  feat  which  may  oc- 
casionally be  necessary  when  the  vessel  is  in  dock;  it  is 
hardly  ever  attempted  at  sea. 

The  venturesome  individual  who  thus  suddeidy  made 
himself  the  center  of  observation  carried  a  line  with  him. 
Xot  until  he  es.sjiyed  the  second  portion  of  his  perilous 
ascent  did  Brand  realize  what  the  other  intended  to  do, 
which  was  nothing  less  than  to  reach  the  truck,  the  very 
top  of  the  mast,  and  endeavor  to  throw  a  rope  to  the 
gallery. 

An<l  he  might  succeed,  too  —  that  was  the  marvel  of 
it.  The  tapering  spar  came  very  near  to  them,  perhaps 
twelve  feet  distant,  and  the  wind  would  certainly  carry 
the  rope  across  the  chasm  if  carefully  thrown.  A  few 
strong  and  active  men  might  use  this  aerial  ferry.  Well, 
better  they  than  none.  Brave  fellow;  would  that  the 
Lord  might  help  him! 
Higher  and  nearer  swung  the  stalwart  youngster,  for 
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no„ol„„alitlu.a,l.  :;,.,.,,,  ml.i  <.Ii„,l,  a  polo  with 
such  easy  v,j,or.  '  M^t  !„  r.  u.ho.l  the  truc-k.  „„.l  a 
faintly  hoard  ohoor  fro,,,  Lo,,,.  h  ,ni„slodwith  tho  hvs- 
teru-a  .ioh«ht  of  Eni.I  a„<l  Consta.u.o,  whon.  with  l^.s 
twined  rouml  the  .nast.  l,e  rested  his  ar„,.s  for  an  instant 
on  the  flat  knob  of  the  truck. 

Here  his  face  ..an.o  into  tho  lower  foeus  of  the  liW.t 
-strons,  clean-shaven.  clear.<.ut  features,  a  squaTo, 
de^.rn„ned  chin,  two  dark,  earnest  eyes,  and  a  n'op  of 
ruffled  black  hair,  for  his  doer-stalker  eap  had  blown 
oil   ore  he  oloarod  the  spar  dock. 

"  Look  out  for  tho  hno."  tlioy  heard  hin,  shout.  The 
wind  brought  his  voieo  plainly,  but  evidontlv  ho  oould 
distinguish  no  syllable  of  brand's  answering  liail- 

"  Shall  I  make  fast .- " 

"Can't  hear  a  word,"  he  cried.  '"If  you  can  hoar 
me  hold  a  hand  up." 

Brand  obeyed. 

"Catdi  tho  hue,"  he  went  on.  "It  is  attached 
to  a  block  with  a  running  tackle.  Haul  in  and  make 
tast. 

"The  megaphone!"  shouto.l  Brand  to  Con.stance. 
She  darted  away  to  bring  it,  and  when  the  adventurer 
chnging  to  the  fore-nast  had  thrown  a  coil  successfulh- 
urand  took  the  instrument. 

"Why  don't  you  come  this  way.=  The  others  will 
toUow,     he  bollonod. 

"  There  arc  women  and  children  down  below.  Thev 
must  bo  .s,,..ed  first,  and  they  cannot  chmb  the  mast  " 
was  the  reply. 
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"All  riglit,  l)nt  .send  up  ii  conplo  of  sailors.  Wc  are 
short-handed  horc." 

"Riffht-o,"  sang  out  the  other  rlieerily,  though  he 
wondered  why  three  men  should  anticipiile  difficulty. 

Down  he  went.  Without  waiting,  ]!rand  and  the 
girls  hauled  lustily  at  the  rope.  It  was  no  ehild's  play 
to  hoist  a  heavy  pulley  and  several  luindre<l  feet  of  stout 
cordage.  More  than  once  they  feared  the  first  thin 
rope  would  lireak,  hut  it  was  good  hemp,  and  soon  the 
block  was  hooked  to  the  strong  iron  stanchions  of  the 
railing.  To  make  assurance  donhly  sure.  Brand  told 
Enid  to  take  several  turns  of  the  spare  cord  around  the 
hook  and  the  adjacent  rails. 

Meanwhile,  Constance  and  he  ,iw  that  the  rope  was 
moving  through  the  pulley  without  their  assistance. 
Then  through  the  whirling  scinl  beneath  they  made  out 
an  ascending  figure  clinging  to  it.  Soon  he  was  close 
to  the  gallery.  Catching  him  by  arms  and  collar  they 
lifted  him  into  safety.  He  was  one  of  the  junior  offi- 
cers, and  Constance,  though  she  hardly  expected  it,  ex- 
perienced a  momentary  feeling  of  disappointment  that 
the  first  man  to  escape  was  not  tlie  handsome  youth 
to  whose  cool  daring  some  at  least  of  the  ship's  com- 
pany would  owe  their  lives. 

The  newcomer  was  a  typical  liriton. 

"  Thanks,"  he  said.  "  Close  shave.  Have  you  a 
light?     We  :nu.st  signal  after  each  arrival." 

Enid  brought  the  small  lantern,  and  the  stranger 
waved  it  twice.     The  rope  traveled  back  through  the 
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pulley,  and  thi.s  time  it  carried  a  sailor-man,  who  said 
not  one  word  but  stooped  to  tie  his  boot-Iace 
..  ";""  """y, """  '«»  ■' "  '"luired  Brand  of  the  officer 
About    cghty,    all    told,    including   some    twenty 
women  and  children."  ^ 

"  All  wet  to  the  skin  ? " 

•■Yes:  some  of  thorn  unconscious,  perhaps  dead." 

Lan  you  hold  out  .* " 
"  "i es;     A  nip  of  brandy  —  " 

'•I  will  send  son,e.     H'e  nn.st  leave  you  now.     These 
with  me  are  my  daughters." 

At  last  the  crust  of  insular  self-possession  was  broken 

"Well,  I'm  -,"  he  blurted  out  in  his  surprise.  "That 
An.er,can  youngster  wondered  what  the  trouble  wa  .'' 

litt" le Ss In  -T '"" '"  ^'*'*'-  ^'  ^''"'"'-'i t- 

Th  A      f  '""''■■  "  ""P*''"""  ""''  '»*«d  ">  'he  rope 

Th,s,^ev.dently,  was  the  plan  for  dealing  with  the  he!;: 

Brand  instantly  divided  his  forties.     Enid  he  dis 
patched  to  make  hot  cocoa  in  the  quickest  and  mt" 
lavsh  manner  possible.     Constance  was  to  give  each 
new  arnval  a  small  quantity  of   stimulant  (fhe  liX 
house  possessed  a  dozen  bottles  of  brandy  and  whi  kt\ 

he    n't   T.r^-     ^'"^  ^■°'"'^"  -<»  children  wrtTo 
he  allotted  the  two  bedrooms.     Any  bad  cases  of  in 

or  complete  e.vl,au.stion  could  be'd  .:i LTof  in'Z 

v.sj,ng  otficer's  room,  whilst  al,  the  merfiUo     kl  ^1 

of  themselves  were  to  be  distributed  between  the  en 
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tranro,  llie  coal-room,  tlie  workslioi)  '"'t'  the  stairways. 
Tlie  kitclicii,  sloro-rooiii  and  sorvice-rooiii  were  to  be 
kept  clear,  and  tlic  store-room  door  locked.  Eighty! 
Brand  was  already  doing  pn.blcnis  in  simple  arithmetic. 
-V  similar  problem,  with  a  (liferent  point  to  be  de- 
termined, wi-.s  occnpyir.g  the  active  mind  of  tlie  "  Ameri- 
can yonngstcr"  wiio  had  solved  the  knottiest  proposi- 
tion put  forward  during  that  eventful  night. 

He  watched  the  forwarding  of  the  sliriekmg,  shud- 
deriiifj  or  inanimate  women.  He  timed  the  operation 
by  Ins  watch,  as  the  reflected  light  from  the  lamp  was 
quite  sufficient  for  the  purpose. 
Then  he  approached  the  captain. 
"Say,  skipper,"  he  cried,  "how  long  do  you  give  the 
remains  of  her  to  hold  out .' " 

"  It  is  not  high  water  yet,"  was  the  answer.  "  Per- 
ha,,s  half  an  hour.     Forty  minutes  at  the  utmost." 

"  Then  you'll  have  to  boost  ihis  thing  along  a  good 
deal  fastir,"  said  the  cheerful  one.  "They're  going 
up  now  at  the  rate  of  one  every  two  minutes.  That's 
thirty  in  half  an  hour.  Fifty  of  us  will  travel  a  heap 
quicker  at  the  end  of  that  time  if  your  calculation  holds 
good." 

The  captain,  who  appeared  to  be  in  a  stupor  of  grief, 
roused  himself. 

-V  few  short  and  sharp  orders  changed  the  aspect  of 
affairs.  Frightened  and  protesting  ladies  were  se- 
curely tied  together,  and  hoisted,  four  at  a  time,  like  ?o 
many  bags  of  wheat.  When  it  came  to  the  men's  turn 
even  less  ceremony  and  greater  expedition  were  used. 
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In.lee.1,  already  tlu-ro  wero  on.pliatic  warnings  tl.al 
>n>i<-h  valuable  linie  ha.j  I,,,.,,  1.,,,  i„  „„  ,,,h,  ,,,,,„,,  „f 
the  rescue.  Th.,u^.l,  the  wiu.l  was  u.nv  ..nU.  l,lo>vi„,r 
u  -stiff  gale,  the  sea,  lashe.l  to  fr.u.y  l.y  the  iuTrieani" 
was  heavier  thau  ev.T.  The  ship  was  vanishing  visibly. 
A  funnel  fell  «,th  a  hi.leous  crash  and  .•arrie.l  awav'a 
hfe-boat.  'ihe  rest  of  the  spar  deck  and  nearly  "the 
whole  of  the  lorwar.l  cabins  were  torn  out  bodilv  ]5y 
repeated  thumping  on  the  reef  the  vessel  had  "settled 
hack  almost  onto  an  even  keel,  and  the  fore-n.ast,  whi.h 
had  so  providentially  neared  the  summit  of  the  light- 
house, was  now  removed  far  beyond  the  possibility  of  a 
rope  bemg  thrown. 

The  survivors  on  <leek  work.'d  with  feverish  energy, 
i  he  tnne  was  .Irawing  short,     They  did  not  know  die 

.second  that  some  unusually  tempestuous  wave  would 

devour  them  utterly. 

"Xow,  Sir.  I'yne,  you  next,'"  cried  the  chief  ofReer, 

mhlressing    the   young    Phila.lelphian,    who,    mirabile 

did,,,  had  found  and  lighted  a  cigar. 

"Guess  I'll  swing  up  along  wiih  the  captain,"  was 

the  answer. 

"Up  with  him,"  sl.oute.!  the  captain,  fiercely,  him- 
self helping  to  loop  Pyne  to  the  fourth  officer. 

All  others  had  gone.  The  officers  were  leaving  the 
ship  in  order  of  seniority,  the  ,uniors  first.  Just  as  the 
<iuartette  were  al,out  to  swing  clear  of  the  ship  the  cap- 
tain grasped  Pyne's  hand. 

"Thank  you,  lad,"  he  said,  and  away  they  went 

There  were  left  on  the  v.ssel  the  third,  Second,  and 
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first  officers,  the  purser,  and  tlie  captain.  The  others 
wanted  the  captain  to  come  with  the.n.  He  resisted 
held  out  for  his  right  to  be  the  last  to  quit  a  ship  lu-  had 
commanded  for  more  than  twenty  years,  and  hoarsely 
torbade  any  further  argument. 

Veiy  unwillingly,  they  left  him  hauling  alone  at  the 
rope,  though  their  predecessors,  knowing  the  need  of  it. 
he  ped  vigorously  from  the  gallery.  Indeed,  it  was 
with  difficulty  that  Pyne  was  held  back  from  returning 
wth  the  descending  rope.  They  tol.l  him  he  was  mad 
to  dream  of  such  a  piece  of  folly,  and  perforce  he  de- 
sisted. 

But  when  the  captain  deliberately  cast  off  the  deck- 
pulley  from  which  the  rope  had  been  manipulated  th.y 
knew  that  the  boy  had  read  his  soul.  The  now  useless 
coraage  dangling  from  the  gallery  was  caught  by  the 
wmd  and  sea  and  sent  whipping  off  to  leeward 

Brand,  brought  from  the  lantern  by  the  hubbub  of 
shoutmg,  came  out,  followed  bv  Con.stance.     He  sug 
gested  as  a  last  resource,  that  they  should  endeavor  to 
fire  a  hne  across  the  vessel  by  means  of  a  rocket 

They  agreed  to  ivy,  for  the  spectacle  of  the  captain, 
.standmg  bareheaded  on  all  that  was  left  of  the  bridge 
moved  them  to  a  pitch  of  frenzy  not  often  seen  in  an 
assemblage  of  Anglo-Saxons,  and  especially  of  sailors 

Brand  fumed  to  procure  the  rocket,  but  a  loud  cry 
caused  him  to  delay.  The  expected  wave  had  come 
the  vessel  was  smothered  in  a  vortex  of  foam,  the  tall 
fore-mast  tottered  and  fell,  and  when  the  water  sub- 
sided again  all  that  was  visible  of  the  great  steamer  was 
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some  portion  of  her  hull  and  the  solidly  built  bow,  which 
was  not  wrenched   from   the   keel-plate  until  another 
hour  had  passcf' 

The  agonized  cry  of  a  strong  man  is  a  woful  thing. 
Constance,  by  reason  of  the  gathering  at  the  side  of  tiie 
gallery,  was  unable  to  see  all  tliat  was  taking  place. 
JJut  the  yell  which  went  up  from  the  onlookers  told  her 
that  something  out  of  the  common,  even  on  this  night 
of  thrills,  had  occurred. 

"What  is  it,  dad.'"  she  asked,  as  her  father  came  to 
lier. 

"The  end  of  the  ship,"  he  .said.  "The  captain  has 
gone  with  her." 

"  Oh,  dear,  why  wasn't  he  saved  ? " 
"I  think  he  refused  to  desert  his  ship.     His  heart 
was  broken,  I  expect.     Now,  Connie,  duty  first." 

Indeed,  she  requirerl  no  telling.  As  each  of  the  ship- 
wrecked men  entered  the  lantern,  she  handed  him  a 
glass  of  spirits,  asked  if  he  were  injured,  and  tohl  him 
exactly  how  many  flights  of  stairs  he  had  to  descend. 
But  cocoa  and  biscuits  would  be  brought  soon,  she  ex- 
plained: greatly  amazed,  but  speechless  for  the  most 
part,  the  men  obeyed  her  directions. 

One  of  the  last  to  claim  her  attention  was  the  young 
American,  Mr.  Pyne.  Her  face  lit  up  pleasurably 
when  she  saw  him. 

"I  was  wondering  what  had  become  of  you,"  she 
said.  "  IMy  sister  has  asked  me  sever  .1  times  if  you 
liad  arrived,  and  I  imagined  that  I  must  have  missed 
you  by  .some  chance." 
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Xow  all  this  was  Groik  to  l,i,n,  or  nearly  so.     Indwd 
had  it  hern  iiitilli^nhk-  (Jreck,  he  n.i«ht  have  guessed 
Its  purport  more  easily. 

IIol.linK  tl"-  Kla.ss  in  his  han<l  he  looke.l  at  her  in 
frank,  open-eyed  wonder.  1"„  he  haile.l  so  jjleefully  hy 
a  Rood-looking  girl,  whom  he  Jiad  never  to  his  knowl- 
edge .set  eyes  on,  was  somewhat  of  a  mystery,  and  the 
puzzle  was  ma.le  all  tlie  more  diffieult  hy  the  fact  that 
she  ha.l  dis(ar.I<.<l  the  weather-proof  ac^utrements 
needed  when  she  first  ventured  forth  on  the  gallery. 

"  I'm  real  glad  you're  j.leased.  .My  name  is  Charles 
A.  Pyne,"  he  .said,  slowly. 

It  was  now  Constance's  turn  to  he  hewildered.  Then 
tlie  exaet  situaticjn  dawned  on  her. 

"How  stupid  of  me,"  slie  erie.l.  "Of  eourse  you 
don't  reeognize  me  again.  My  sister  and  I  happen  to 
be  alone  with  n.y  father  on  the  roek  tonight.  Wc  were 
with  him  on  the  balcony  when  you  aeted  so  bravely. 
You  .see,  the  light  slione  clear  on  your  face." 

"  I'm  glad  it's  .shining  on  yours  now,"  he  .said. 

"You  must  go  two  floors  below  this,"  said  she  se- 
verely. "  I  will  bring  you  sonic  cocoa  and  a  biscuit  as 
quickly  as  possible." 

"I  am  not  a  bit  tired,"  lie  commented,  still  looking 
at  her.  ^ 

"That  is  more  than  I  can  say,"  she  answered,  "hut 
I  am  so  delighted  that  we  managed  to  save  so  many 
poor  people." 

"  How  many  ?  " 

"Seventy-eight.  But  I  dare  not  ask  you  now  how 
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•"">.}■  ■■»■>.■  lost.     It  w„„l.|  , ;,,  „„. ,,,,_  „,„,  ,  ,,,,^,,,  ,^^ 

turn-  for  tears.     Will  y,,,,  r,.ally  lu-1,,  t„  carry  a  tra^•  ? " 
"Just  try  me." 

At  the  top  of  tl„-  ..airs  Constaiiee  ealle.l  to  her 
father: 

"  .\nytliiiifr  yon  ,vant,  dad  .=■ " 

"Yes.  ,lear.  Find  out  the  ,hief  offieer.  nn.I  send 
hnn  to  n,e.     He  ean  eat  and  drink  here  whil.st  «e  talk." 
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"Pleask  l)f  caroful;  tlicsp  stairs  arc  very-  strep," 
said  ronstancv,  swiiif-ing  tlic  lantern  dose  to"lier  .-om- 
panion's  feet  as  tliey  clinihed  down  llie  topmost  flijr|,t. 

'•If  I  fail,"  he  ;i.s.ired  her,  "you  will  he  the  chief 
sufferer." 

"  All  the  more  reason  why  you  should  not  fall.  Wait 
here  a  moment.     I  must  have  a  look  at  the  hospital." 

The  visiting-offiecr's  room,  which  also  served  the 
purpixscs  of  a  library  and  recreation  room  in  normal 
times,  now  held  fourteen  injured  persons,  including 
two  women,  one  of  them  a  stewardess,  and  a  little  girl. 

Most  of  the  sufferers  had  received  their  wounds 
either  in  the  saloon  or  by  collision  with  the  cornice  of 
the  lighthouse.  The  worst  accident  vis  a  broken  arm, 
the  most  alarming  a  case  of  cerebral  concussion.  Other 
injuries  consisted,  for  the  most  part,  of  cuts  and  brui.ses. 

Unfortunately,  when  the  ship  struck,  the  surgeon  had 
gone  aft  to  attend  to  an  engineer  whose  hand  was 
crushed  as  the  result  of  some  frantic  lurch  caused  by 
the  hurricane;  hence  the  doctor  was  lost  with  the  first 
batch  of  victims.  Enid  discovered  that  among  the 
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f.«  slrrniK,.  i>,,ss..n^',.rs  s»v,.,l  w.is  ,,  ni.in  « I,.,  |,„,| 
Kaii,,.,!  s,„„,.  ,-x,M.rK.|„r  in  a  (loM-liospitnl  .liiriiiK  H"-- 
•■"-imiKM  in  Culm.  Ai.le.l  \,y  (Ik-  plain  .limtions  ,up- 
I'lu'-I  with  tl...  nuMli,.ine  ..hcst  ..f  tlu-  l.Khfhou.se,  the 
•■x-h.wpitiil  orderly  had  done  wonders  already. 

".Vll  I  want,  miss,"  he  explained,  in  an.swer  to  C'on- 
.stanee's  .(uestion,  "is  son.e  water  and  .some  linen  for 
l-andHKes.  The  lint  ontfit  in  the  chest  is  not  half  .suffi- 
cient." 

She  ^anished,  to  nturn  .pnVkly  with  a  sheet  and  a 
pair  of  scissors. 

-Now,"  she  .s,,i,|  to  Mr.  I'yne.  "if  yo,.  co„,e  with  me 
1  will  scii.l  you  hack  with  ..  pail  of  water." 

She  took  him  to  the  kitchen,  where  Enid,  aided  l.y  a 
sailor,  pressed  int.,  service,  was  clispensing  cocoa  and 
biscuits.  I'yne.  who  remained  in  the  stainvay,  went 
off  with  the  water  and  Constance's  lantern.  The  in- 
terior of  the  lighthouse  was  utterly  dark.  To  move 
without  a  lifrlit,  „n<l  with  no  prior  knowledge  of  its 
mternal  arrangements,  was  positively  dangerous.  All 
told,  there  were  seven  lamps  of  various  sizes  available. 
Brand  had  one,  four  were  distributed  throughout  the 
apartments  tenanted  by  the  survivors  of  the  wreck,  two 
were  retained  for  transit  purpo.ses,  and  the  men  shiver- 
ing in  the  entrance  passage  had  no  light  at  all. 

Constance  took  Enid's  lantern  in  order  to  discover 
the  whereabouts  of  Mr.  Emmett,  the  first  officer,  the 
tray-carrying  sailor  offering  to  gui.le  her  to  him. 

When  .  -ne  came  back  he  found  Enid  in  the  dark 
and  mistook  her  for  Constance. 
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"Tlii-y  wiiiit  Nome  iiinn',"  he  crird  nt  llic  il.mr. 

".S)iiii.  tiii.rc  wlml.-"  sill.  .IcmiiiihI.mI.  It  was  no 
linir  for  ilcfTiint  ,li,li„i,.  II,.r  I„.„rt  jmn|Kil  cicli  liinr 
till-  sen  sprang'  at  the  rock.  It  scciiicd  to  U-  so  much 
worsr  ill  tli(.  (lark. 

"  Water."  .said  hr. 

"  Dear  inc.  I  .should  have  Ihoiijjlit  evervhody  would 
he  fully  satisfied  in  that  respect." 

He  held  up  the  laiilerii. 

"Well,  that's  curious,"  he  cried.  "I  imagined  y<ni 
were  the  oilier  youiiK  lady.  The  water  ;  .leeded  in 
file  hospital." 

"Why  didn't  you  say  .so.-"  she  snapped,  heinj;  in 
reality  very  aiif,'ry  with  herself  for  her  flippancy.  She 
fjave  him  a  full  pail  and  he  ipiitlcd  her. 

Constance,  h.ivin;;  delivered  her  father's  inessiine  to 
Mr.  Kminelt.  was  frrected  with  a  tart  ipiestion  when 
she  re-entered  the  kitchen; 

"Why  on  earth  didn't  you  tell  me  that  young  man 
was  attending  to  the  injured  people  'f     Is  lie  a  doctor  i  " 

"  I  think  not.     What  haiipencd  ? " 

"  He  came  for  a  second  sufiply  of  water  and  nearly 
bit  my  head  off." 

"Oh.  Enid!  I  am  sure  ho  did  not  mean  anything. 
I)i<lii't  you  recognize  him.»  It  was  he  who  climhcd 
the  mast  and  flung  the  rope  to  us." 

"  There!"  .said  Enid.  "  I've  gone  and  done  it.  Hon- 
estly, you  know,  it  was  I  who  was  rude.  He  will  think 
me  a  perfect  eat." 

"That  isn't  what  people  are  s.aying."  explained  Mr. 
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Pyn..,  wlio«o  nppron.Ii  was  ■l,-a.lrii.-,|  l,y  ll,,-  .micr  ii,.is,.. 
"TluTc'su  kin.l  ..f  p.m.ral  i.ln.  fl.mliiij;  r.Mni.l  tliat  lliis 
liH>alit,v  is  nil  aiiiiox  of  lu'avrn,  «illi  iMiiiisl.rinK  an^i-ls 
ill  attciKluticc." 

Ill  111.,  half  liglil  „f  tl„.  tiny  lnin|..  h,.  ,..,iil,l  ii„t  s.v 
Kni.l's  scarl..!  fa.-,-.  Tlirr..  was  a  iii<,iii,.„t\  sil.Mc,., 
aii.l  tliis  v.TV  solf-|M)ss.vss,d  _v„i|t|,  s|M,I„-  a^.-iin. 

"The  nice  things  we  all  have  (o  1,11  y,,,,  „ill  keep." 
he  sai.l.  '•  W.,iil,I  you  niiii.l  letliii^  nie'know  in  wliieh 
rooms  you  liave  locateil  the  ladies.-" 

<"oiistaii<r,  as  major  cl.mio,  jjave  tli-  iiiformalion 
asked  for: 

"They  are  in  llw  two  lieilrooms  overlieail.  I'oor 
thiiifjs!  I  am  „!  my  wits'  einl  to  know  how  lo  pt  their 
eh.lhinfT  drie<l.  Von  see,  Mr.  I'yne.  my  sister  and  I 
have  no  spare  clothes  here.  We  only  cam.'  to  the  rock 
this  afternoon,  hy  the  merest  ehaiice." 

"That  is  just  what  was  troiiMinj,'  me,"  he  answered. 
"T  •     '  of  interested  in  one  of  them." 

"  '!  Constance,  "I  do  wisli   1  couhi  liclp. 

■  "  y  own  skirts  are  wrincjin),' wel." 

"fivni  wliat  I  can  make  out,  then,  my  prospective 
step-aunt  will  catch  a  very  had  cold." 

The  fpieer  phrase  puzzle<l  the  f,'irls,  hut  Constance, 
rarely  for  her,  jiiniped  at  a  conclusion. 

"Your  prospective  step-aunt.  You  mean,  perhaps, 
your  fiancee's  aunt .'"  she  suj^gestcd. 

"  I  don't  know  the  lady.     No,  ma'am.     I  was  rifjht 
first  time.     Mrs.  Vansittart  is  jroinR  to  marry  my  uncle, 
so  I  keep  an  eye  on  her  stock  to  that  extent." 
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"How  stnpi.I  of  mo!"  she  explaiiK-<l,  wliilst  a  dc- 
lightctl  gigfrle  from  Kiii<l  did  „„t  hi-lp  to  men<l  mailers. 
So  Conslance  bocaine  very  stately. 

"  I  will  ask  Mrs.  A'aiisiltart  to  come  out  and  speak 
to  you  —  "  she  began. 

"No,  no!    I  don't  wish  that.     You  might  tell  her 
I  am  all  right.     That  is  the  limit.     And  -  may  I  make 
a  suggestion  't " 
"Pray  do." 

"  It  will  help  considerable  if  the  women-folk  take  it 
in  turn  to  get  into  the  beds  or  bunks.  Then,  some  of 
their  linen  could  be  dried  at  the  stove.  I  will  take 
charge  of  tliat  part  of  the  bu,sine.ss,  if  I  may.  Other- 
wise, some  of  them  will  die." 

The  girls  agreed  that  this  was  a  capital  idea.     Con- 
stance went  upstairs.     In  the  first  room  she  inquired : 
"  Is  Mrs.  Vansittart  here  ?  " 
"  Yes,"  said  a  sweet  but  rather  querulous  voice. 
A  lady,  who  had  already  appropriated  the  lower 
bunk,  raised  herself  on  an  elbow. 

The  little  apartment,  like  every  part  of  the  building, 
«ave  the  rooms  reserved  by  Brand's  directions,  was 
packed  almost  to  suffocation.  This,  if  harmful  in  one 
respect,  was  beneficial  in  another.  The  mere  animal 
warmth  of  so  many  human  beings  was  grateful  after 
the  freezing  effect  of  the  gale  on  people  literally  .soaked 
to  the  skin. 

The  girl,  not  unmoved  by  curio.sity,  held  the  light  so 
that  it  illumined  Mrs.  Vansittart.     A  woman  of  forty, 
no  matter  how  good-looking  and  well-preserved  she 
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may  be,  is  in  sorry  pli^Iit  under  siieli  conditions.  Con- 
stanec  saw  a  bcantiful  face,  deathly  wliite  anil  haggard, 
yet  animated  and  clearly  chiseled.  The  eyes  were 
large  and  lustrous,  the  mouth  firm,  the  no.se  and  chin 
those  of  a  Greek  statue.  Just  now  there  were  deep 
lines  across  the  base  of  the  high  forehead.  The  thin 
lips,  allied  to  a  transient  hawk-like  gleam  in  the  prom- 
inent eyes,  gave  a  momentary  glimpse  of  a  harsh,  per- 
haps cruel  disposition.  A  cliarming  smile  promptly 
dispelled  tliis  fleeting  impression.  Instantly  Constance 
was  aware  of  having  seen  Mrs.  A'ansittart  before.  So 
vivid  was  the  fanciful  idea  that  .she  I)ecame  tongue-tied. 
"  Do  you  want  me  'f  "  asked  the  stranger,  with  a  new 
interest,  and  still  smiling.  Constance  found  herself 
wondering  if  the  smile  were  not  cultivated  to  hide  that 
faintly  caught  suggestion  of  the  bird  of  prey.  But  the 
question  restored  her  mental  poise. 

"  Only  to  say  that  Mr.  Pync  —  "  she  began. 
"  Charlie !     Is  he  saved  y " 

Mrs.  Vansittart  certainly  had  the  faculty  of  betraying 
intense  interest.  The  girl  attributed  the  nervous  start, 
the  quick  color  which  tinged  the  wliitc  cheeks,  to  the 
natural  anxiety  of  a  woman  who  stood  in  such  approx- 
imate degree  of  kin  to  the  young  American. 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  thr  girl,  with  ready  sympathy. 
"Don't  you  know  that  all  of  you  owe  your  lives  to  his 
daring  ?  He  asked  me  to  —  to  say  he  was  all  right, 
and  —  that  he  hoped  you  were  not  utterly  collapsed." 

The  addendum  was  a  kindly  one.     No  doubt,  Mr. 
Pyne  had  meant  her  to  convey  sudi  a  message.     Mrs. 
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Vansittart,  it  was  evident,  liad  received  n  .Lock  Per- 
haps she  was  a  timorous,  shrinking  woman,  averse  to 
tlie  sudden  stare  of  others. 

'•I  know  nothing,"  she  niurmnred.     "It  was  all  so 

horrible.     Oh,  God!  shall  I  ever  forget  that  scene  in 

he  saloon.     How  the  people  fought.     Thev  were  not 

luiman.     They  w.Te  tigers,  fierce  tigers,  with  the  howls 

and  the  baleful  eyes  of  wild  beasts." 

This  outburst  was  as  unexpected  as  her  staccato 
question.  Constance  bent  over  her  and  placed  a  gentle 
hand  on  her  forehead. 

_  "  you  must  try  to  forget  all  that,"  she  sai<l,  soothingly. 
In.leed,  it  must  liave  been  very  terrible.  It  was 
dreadful  enough  for  us.  looking  down  at  things  through 
a  nust  of  foam.  For  you  -  But  ther,..'  You  are  one 
of  the  few  who  escaped.  That  is  everything.  God 
has  been  very  good  to  you!" 

She  was  stooping  low  and  holding  the  lantern  in  her 
left  hand. 

Suddenly,  Mrs.  Vansittart's  eyes  gleamed  again  with 
that  lambent  light  so  oddly  at  variance  with  her  smile 
Ihc  slight  flush  of  e.Ncitement  yielded  to  a  ghostly  pal- 
lor.    AVith  surprising  energy  she  caught  the  girl's  arm 

'  -W  ho  arc  you  .= "  she  whispered.     "  Tell  me,  child 
who  are  you  ?  " 

'"Sly  father  is  the   liglithouse-kceper,"   said   Con- 
stance.    "  I  am  here  quite  by  chance.     I  —  " 
"  But  your  name !    What  is  your  name  ?  " 
"Constance  Brand." 

"  Brand,  did  you  say  ?    And  your  father's  name  ?  " 
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" Stephen  Brand.  Really,  Mrs.  Van.sittart,  you  i-ust 
try  to  compose  yourself.  Yon  arc  ovcr-wronglit,  and—" 
She  was  al)ont  to  say  "  feverish."  Indeed,  that  was  a 
mild  word.  The  strange  glare  in  Mrs.  Vansittarfs  eyes 
amazed  her.  Sh<'  shrank  away,  but  only  for  an  instant. 
With  a  deep  sigli,  the  lady  sank  back  on  the  pillow  and 
fainted. 

Constance  was  then  frightened  beyond  question. 
She  feared  that  the  seizure  might  be  a  serious  one,  under 
the  circumstances.  To  her  great  relief,  anotJier  woman, 
who  could  not  help  overhearing  the  conversation  and 
witnessing  its  sequel,  came  to  the  rescue. 

"Don't  be  alarmed,"  she  said.  "Mrs.  Vansittart 
is  very  highly  strung.  She  fainted  in  the  saloon.  She 
does  not  realize  that  Mr.  Pyne  not  only  saved  her,  but 
nearly  every  woman  licre,  when  the  door  was  broken 
open.  Now,  don't  you  worrj-,  my  dear,  I  will  look 
after  her.     You  have  a  great  deal  to  do,  I  am  sure." 

Constance  realized  that  the  advice  was  good.  She 
could  not  attend  to  one  and  neglect  many. 

Telling  the  women  of  the  ])lan  to  dry  their  under- 
clothing in  sections,  she  asked  them  to  help  her  by 
arranging  matters  so  that  their  garments  should  be  di- 
vided into  lots.  Then  she  went  to  the  second  bedroom 
and  made  the  same  suggestion.  The  case  of  the  suffer- 
ers in  the  hospital  lequired  more  drastic  measures.  The 
little  girl  she  stripped  with  her  own  liands  and  clothed 
her  in  one  of  Brand's  flannel  shirts  and  a  commandeered 
reefer  jacket. 

Two  of  Brand's  spare  suits  and  a  couple  of  blankets 
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enabl(-d  the  two  injured  women,  who  were  able  to  walk, 
to  get  rid  of  their  wet  {rnrnients  in  the  erow<Ied  room' 
beneath,  and  the  loekers  of  Jaekson  and  Hates  made  it 
possible  for  the  men  who  most  needed  attention  to  be 
made  comfortable  by  the  invaluable  hospital  orderly. 

Constance  was  kept  busy  flyinj,  up  and  down  to  the 
kitchen,  whilst  Enid,  having  met  all  in.mediate  demands 
m  the  matter  of  a  hot  beverage  and  .son.cthing  to  eat, 
supplemented  her  labors. 

Pyne  worked  like  a  Trojan.  As  each  pile  of  so(>den 
garments  was  delivered  to  him  ho  squeezed  out  as  much 
water  as  possible  with  his  hands  and  then  applied  him- 
self to  the  task  of  baking  them  dry.  He  did  this,  too. 
m  a  v-r  '  efficient  way,  s,)eedily  converting  the  kitchen 
into  -,  ,  ;miature  Turkish  bath.  At  the  en.l  of  an  hour, 
he  had  succeeded  so  well  that  more  than  one-half  of 
the  females  were  supplied  with  tolerably  ,lrv  and  warm 
under-clothing.  With  their  heavier  garments,  of  course 
nothing  could  be  done. 

Once,  on  the  stairs,  Enid  delnincd  Constance  for  a 
moment's  chat. 
"  Mrs,  Vansittart  is  odd,"  .she  said. 
Constance,  so  taken  up  was  she  with  many  errands, 
had  forgotten  the  lady. 

"How  thoughtless  of  me,"  she  cried.  "Is  she  bet- 
ter ?  " 

"  Yes.  But  when  I  went  in  just  now  to  give  her  her 
clothes,  she  said  to  me:  "Are  you  the  sister  of  the 
other -of  Constance  Brand?'  It  was  no  time  for 
explanations,  so  I  just  sai.l  '  Yes.'    She  gave  me  such  a 
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queer  look,  and  then  smiled  quite  pleasantly,  airologiz- 
ing  for  troubling  inc." 
Constance  laughed. 

"  Perhaps  she  knew  dad  years  ago,"  she  said. 
"  What  do  you  tliink  Mr.  Pyiie  said  about  her  ?  " 
"How  can  I  toll  ?     Did  you  speak  of  her  to  him  ?  " 
"  I  told  him  she  luul  fainted  when  you  delivered  his 
message.     He  said:  'Guess  she  can  faint  as  easy  as  I 
can  fall  off  a  liouse.'     Isn't  he  funny .» " 
"I  think  he  is  splendid,"  .said  Con.stance. 
The  wreck  was  now  wholly  demolished.     The  first 
big  wave  of  the  retreating  tide  enveloped  the  lighthouse 
and  smote  it  with  thunderous  malice.     Screams  came 
from  the  women's  quarters. 

"  Go,  Enid,"  said  Constance.  "  Tell  them  they  have 
nothing  to  fear.  They  must  expect  these  things  to  hap- 
pen for  nearly  two  liours.  Tell  them  what  dad  said. 
Twenty-five  years,  you  know." 

Brave  hearts!  What  infinite  penetration  inspired 
the  man  who  first  said  " Noble.i.ic  oblige!  " 

Constance  looked  in  at  the  kitchen.  Pyne  loomed 
through  a  fog  of  steam. 

"  Pay  no  heed  to  these  — "  she  was  interrupted  by 
another  mighty  thump  and  cataract  roar  — "these 
blows  of  Thor's  hammer,"  she  cried. 
"Play  me  for  an  anvil,"  he  returned. 
She  descended  to  the  depths,  to  reassure  the  men. 
Talking  with  shrill  cheerfulness  at  each  doorway  was 
oa.sy.  It  heliH-d  her  to  go  down,  down,  feeling  stone 
and  iron  trembling  as  every  surge  was  hurled  many 
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feet  above  her  head.  At  last,  she  stood  on  tlie  lowest 
floor.  Beneath  her  feet  was  naught  but  granite  and 
iron  bars.  Here  was  solidity.  IIow  grateful  to  know 
of  this  firm  base,  rooted  in  the  ver}'  world.  Her  heart 
leaped  to  her  mouth,  but  not  with  fear.  She  was  proud 
of  the  liglithouse,  strong  in  the  knowledge  of  its  ma- 
jestic strength. 

Nevertheless,  in  tliis  place,  the  source  of  her  own 
.sense  of  security,  she  found  uneasiness  among  the  men. 
They  were  all  sailors  in  this  lowest  habitable  region. 
Their  pre-conceived  ideas  had  been  rudely  reversed. 
The  ship,  the  noble  .structure  which  defied  the  storm 
by  yielding  to  its  utmost  fury,  had  for  tliem  no  terrors. 
]5ut  the  stark  pillar  which  flinched  from  no  assault  be- 
wildered them.  It  was  impossible  to  believe  that  it 
could  withstand  the  strain.  Ila!  Listen  to  that.  The 
battering-ram  of  ocean  applied  to  a  thin  shaft  of  stone. 
Surely  it  must  be  pounded  into  fragments. 

Said  one,  with  indefinite  bellow  amidst  the  black 
turmoil:  "I  can't  stand  this,  mates." 

"  Up  aloft  for  me ! "  cried  another. 

"  Let's  die  with  our  eyes  open,  anyhow,"  chimed  in  a 
third. 

But  a  light  flashed  in  the  rolling  orbs  of  the  man 
who  was  already  on  the  stairs.  Astounded,  he  drew 
back.  Constance  stood  in  their  mid.st,  a  mere  girl, 
radiant,  smilingly  unconcerned,  addressing  them  in  calm 
words  broken  only  by  the  fitful  noises. 

"  Sorry  your  cjuarters  —  so  very  unplca-sant.  Only 
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last   a -couple   of   Imurs.     THc.ty-five   years  -  far 
worse  gales.     Want  any  more  cocoa  ?  " 

"Thank  you  kindly,  miss,  we're <,uitc  con.fortal.le." 
This  from  the  man  who  wished  to  <lie  with  his  eves  open. 

"  Please,  mi.s,  may  we  smoke  ?  "said  he  who  coul.lu't 
stand  it. 

Constance  hesitated.  Blithely  unconscious  that  a 
whiff  of  mutiny  had  swept  through  the  storm-tossed 
fold,  she  pondered  the  problem.  She  saw  no  harm 
m  it. 

"  Yes,"  she  said.  "'  Smoke  by  all  means.  I  will  a.sk 
my  father,  and  if  it  shouhl  be  dangerous  I  will  come 
back  and  let  you  know.  In  a  few  hours  it  will  be  day- 
light and  if  the  .sea  falls  he  will  come  and  open  the 
door." 

By  sheer  inspiration  she  had  uttered  the  formula 
destined  to  annihilate  the  necromantic  bluster  of  the 
hammering  waves.  Open  the  door!  So  this  ponder- 
ous racket  was  a  mere  tidal  trick,  a  bogey,  which  each 
passing  minute  would  expose  more  thoroughly. 

"All  right,  miss,  an'  Gawd  bless  yer,"  growled  one 
who  had  not  spoken  hitherto.  There  was  a  chorus  of 
approval.  Constance  gave  a  little  gulp.  The  cul- 
tured and  deUcate  lady  lying  in  the  bunk  above  had 
not  spoken  so. 

"Indeed,"  she  gasped,  "God  has  bles.sed  some  of  us 
this  night." 

Then  she  fled,  further  utterance  failing  her. 
Nearer  the  sky,  Brand  tended  the  lamp  and  discussed 
matters  with  chief  officer  Emmett.     The  sailor,  with 
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the  terse  dircetne.ss  of  his  class,  told  how  the  Chinook 
had  made  an  excellent  voyage  from  New  York  until  she 
ran  into  bad  weather  about  four  hundred  miles  west  of 
the  Lizard. 

"It  seems  to  me,"  he  said,  "as  if  we  dropped  onto 
the  track  of  that  hurricane  after  it  had  curved  a.vay  to 

the  norrard,  and  t.iat  the  d d  thing  swooped  down 

on  us  again  when  we  were  abreast  of  the  Bishop  Light." 

Brand  nodded.  This  surmise  agreed  with  his  own 
theory  of  the  storm,  a.s  indicated  by  the  sea. 

Mr.  Emmett  held  out  a  clenched  fist  with  thumb 
jerked  towards  the  reef. 

"I  wouldn't  breathe  a  word  if  he  wasn't  gone,"  he 
said,  "but  the  old  man  was  drivin'  her  too  hard.  I 
knew  it,  and  the  chief  knew  it "  —  he  meant  the  chief 
engineer — "but  he  wouldn't  listen  to  either  Mac  or 
me.  Fact  is,  he  was  fair  crazy  to  .set  up  a  new  record 
for  the  boat.  She's  been  cro.ssin'  the  Atlantic  forty 
times  a  year  for  upwards  of  twenty  years,  and  the  recent 
alterations,  although  they  added  fifty  feet  to  her  length, 
only  increased  her  engine-power  in  proportion." 

"  You  surpri.se  me,"  broke  in  Brand.  "  You  speak 
as  if  the  Chinook  were  nearly  as  old  as  this  lighthouse, 
yet  I  have  never  even  heard  her  name  before." 

"You  know  her  well  enough  all  the  same,"  said  the 
other  ruefully.  "  This  is  her  maiden  voyage  since  she 
was  altered ;  an'  they  rechristened  her,  too  —  always  a 

d d  unlucky  thing  to  do,  I  say.     Bless  your  heart, 

man,  she  b  the  old  Princess  Royal.  Eh?  What's 
that?" 
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He  guffawed  mournfully  at  Uruml's  involuntiirj-  fx- 
clamatiun. 

"Certain!  Well,  surely  I  ought  to  know.  I  have 
passed  most  of  my  service  witli  the  company  in  her, 
and  wlicn  I  took  a  crew  to  Cramp's  to  navigate  her  to 
New  York  after  she  was  smartened  up  I  little  imagined 
I  would  see  her  laid  by  forever  the  next  time  wc  saw  the 
lights  of  Old  England.  My  goodness,  even  what  was 
left  of  the  old  girl  ought  to  know  her  way  better'n  that." 
"  Hut  what  did  really  ha|)()en  ?" 
"  Drivin'  her,  I  tell  you  —  drivin'  her  full  pelt  to  land 
the  mails  at  Southampton  twelve  hours  ahead  of  sched- 
ule. With  that  awful  .sea  liftin'  her,  and  a  shaft  twenty 
feet  longer,  what  could  you  expect.'  Poor  Perkins! 
A  rare  hard  worker,  too.  Now  he's  gone  down  with 
his  ship  an'  over  two  hundred  passengers  an'  crew." 

"Judging  by  the  number  saved  I  feared  that  more 
were  lost." 

"  It's  the  off  season,  you  know.  The  pas.sengcr  list 
was  light.  For  the  Lord's  sake,  think  of  what  it  might 
have  been  in  May  or  June!" 

"It  is  bad  enough  as  it  is.  All  has  not  ended  with 
the  disappearance  of  the  vessel." 

The  sailor  shot  a  sharp  glance  at  Brand. 
"  You  can't  be  thinkin'  anyone  was  to  blame  —  "  he 
commenced.     But  Brand  waved  aside  the  fancied  im- 
putation. 

"Blame!"  he  said.    "With  a  broken  shaft!   In  that 
whirlwind!     No,  no.     I  sent  for  you  to  talk  over  the 
new  difficulty  which  has  to  be  faced.     There  are  food 
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watiT  an.i  fiu-l  l„r..  f.,r  ll,i-.v  imn  for  two  inonths.  If 
joii  do  a  little  .„,„  V..11  will  (i„,|  that  tlu-  avail«l,lc  stores 
on  the  basis  of  f„||  ralions  will  maintain  oighty-onc 
IH'ople  for  two  days  and  a  (|iiart(r." 
^  "  Hut  wi-'ro  only  si:v  iiiiks  from  llio  mainland."  Mr. 
Kmnu-tt  had  not  vA  grasped  the  true  meaning  of  the 
figures. 

"  I  have  been  here  more  than  once  for  six  weeks  at  a 
stretch,  when,  for  all  the  assistanc.-  we  could  reeeive, 
we  might  as  well  hav(-  been  within  the  Arctic  Circle." 

Again  the  sailor  jerked  his  thumb  towanls  the  reef. 

"Is  it  as  bad  as  all  that.>"  he  queried  anxiously. 

"Yes." 

"But  six  weeks.  Good  Lord!"  Mr.  Emmctt  had 
done  the  little  sum. 

"That  is  exceptional.  A  week  is  the  average  unless 
the  unexpected  happens,  after  a  gale  like  this.  And  a 
week  will  test  our  endurance  to  the  limit." 

Mr.  Emmett  whistled  softly.     A  grisly  phantom  was 
creepmg  at  him.     He  shivered,  and  not  from  cold. 
•'  By  Jove ! "  he  said.     "  What's  to  be  done  ?  " 
"  In  the  first  place,  you  must  help  me  to  maintain  iron 
dLscpline.     To  leave  the  rock  today  or  tomorrow  will 
be  an  absolute  impossibility.     On  the  next  day,  witii 
luck  and  a  steady  moderation  of  the  weather,  we  may 
devise  some  desperate  means  of  landing  all  the  active 
men  or  getting  fresh    upplies.     That  is  in  the  hands  of 
Providence.     I  wan.  you  to  warn  your  officers,   and 
others  whom  you  can  trust,  either  sailors  or  civilians. 
Better  arrange  three  watches.     My  daughters  will  have 
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An  hiltrhuh: 
<li..r-r,.  of  tl.<.  st„r,.s.     »v  .„inK  llir.,i,Ki,  ll„.  li,f,  in  the 
sli)rr-r..,.,M  I  <■„..  portion  ,„it  the  rations  for  six  <lnv«. 
I  lliin!<  we  Imd  l.cltcr  fi\  on  tlmt  niiniinuin." 

••Of  .-.urso  I  will  |,„,.k  yo„  „|,  in  ..v^n-  wnv/^  sni.l 
Mr.  Eniniolf,  who  f.lt  .hilliiT  «t  tliis  n.onu-nt'tl.an  at 
uny  tinu-  .hiring  tlir  nij;lit.  "I  know  vo„  are  acting 
wisolv,  hut  I  admit  I  am  ><arc,l  at  tho  tlioiifjht  of  wliat 
may  hap,,en  -  if  those  <lns  pass  ami  no  help  is  avail- 
ahlo." 

Hran.l  knew  what  would  happen,  and  it  was  hard  to 
K.ek  the  secret  in  his  heart.  He  alone  must  live.  That 
was  essential,  the  one  tiling  earved  in  stone  up.m  the 
tahl.ts  of  his  l.rain,  a  thins  to  l.e  fonfiht  ont  I.ehind 
barred  door,  revolver  in  hand. 

Whatever  else  took  pla.e,  if  men  and  women,  per- 
haps his  own  .sweet  girls,  were  dying  of  thirst  and  .star- 
vation, tlie  light  must  shine  at  night  over  its  allotted  span 
of  the  slumbering  sea.  There,  or,  th<>  little  table  be- 
side him,  lay  the  volume  of  l{„les  and  Kegulations. 
W  hat  did  it  say  'f 

••The  keepers,  both,  prineipal  and  assistant,  are  cn- 
joine<l  never  to  allow  any  interests,  whether  private  or 
otherwise,  to  interfere  with  the  discharge  of  their  public 
duties,  the  importance  of  which  to  the  safety  of  naviga- 
tion cannot  be  overrated." 

There  was  no  ambiguity  in  the  words,  no  halting  sen- 
tence wliich  opene<i  a  way  for  a  man  to  plead-  "I 
thought  it  best."  Those  who  framed  the  rule  meant 
what  they  said.  No  man  could  bend  the  steel  of  their 
intent. 
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To  Mul  the  intiiUTdhli-  strain  (if  his  tlmuRhts  St<'|)licn 
Uraiiil  forced  his  lips  to  a  thin  siiiiile  and  iiis  voiw  to  say 
harshly : 

"  If  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  there  are  more  than 
three  thousand  gallons  of  colza  oil  in  store.  That 
should  maintain  life      It  is  a  vegetable  oil." 

Then  Constance  thrust  her  glowing  face  into  the 
lighted  area. 

"  Dad,"  she  cried,  cheerfully,  "  the  men  wish  to  know 
if  they  may  smoke.  Poor  fellows!  They  arc  so  miser- 
able —  so  cold  and  damp  and  dreary  down  there. 
Please  say  '  Yes.' " 
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CHAPTER  IX 
MRS.  VANSITTART 


The  piirsiT,  faithful  to  liis  trust,  had  secured  the 
ship's  liooks.  He  ulniic,  iiiiuin);  the  survivors  of  the 
Chinook,  had  lirought  ii  jmrcol  nf  any  sort  from  that 
ill-fated  ship.  The  others  (H)s.ses.srd  the  clothes  they 
wore,  their  nioncv,  and  in  some  cases  their  trinkets. 

Mr.  Rintnett  suj^gested  that  a  list  of  those  saved 
should  he  compiled.  Then,  liy  ticking  off  the  names, 
he  could  classify  the  inmates  of  the  lighthou.sc  and 
evolve  .some  degree  of  order  in  the  community. 

It  was  found  that  there  were  thirty-seven  officers  and 
men,  including  stewards,  thirty-three  .saloon  passen- 
gers, of  whom  nineteen  were  women,  counting  the  two 
little  girls,  and  seven  men  and  one  woman  from  the 
steerage. 

"  It  isn't  usual,  on  a  British  ship,  for  the  crew  to  bulk 
.so  large  on  the  list,"  .said  Mr.  Emmctt  huskily.  "  Hut 
it  couldn't  l>e  hel[HMl.  The  passengers  had  to  be  bat- 
tened down.  They  coiddn't  live  on  deck.  We  never 
gave  in  until  the  last  minute." 

"I  saw  that,"  said  Brand,  knowing  the  agony  which 
prompted  the  brcken  explanation. 
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"An-  not  a  mother's  soul  would  have  escaped  if  it 
wasn  t  for  young  Mr.  Pyne,"  went  on  the  sailor. 

"Is  that  the  name  of  the  youngster  who  elimbed  the 
fore-ma.st .' " 

"  That-,  him.  It  was  a  stroke  of  genius,  his  eatching 
onto  that  way  out.  He  wa.,  a.s  cool  as  a  cucumber 
Just  looked  up  when  he  reached  the  deck  an'  saw  the 
hghthou.,e  .so  near.  Then  he  asked  me  for  a  rope. 
Planned  the  whole  thing  in  a  second,  so  to  speak  " 

'  He  IS  not  one  of  the  ship's  company  ?  " 

vu7^\'u:  "  P'''''^"S"'  "*^"T  of  Cyrus  J.  Traill,  the 
Phdadelphmn    m.llionaire.     Haven't    you    heard    of 
1  rail!       Not  much  of  a  newspaper  reader,  eh  ?    There 
was  a  lady  on  board,  a  Mrs.  Vansittart,  who  was  com- 
ing over  to  marry  old  Traill,  so  people  said,  and  the 
weddm'  was  fixed  to  take  place  in  Paris  next  week 
loung  Pyne  was  actin'  as  escort." 
"  Is  she  lost  ?     What  a  terrible  thing '  " 
The  chief  officer  glanced  down  the  purser's  lists  and 
slapped  his  thigh  with  much  vehemence 

"No,  by  gosh!    Here  she  is,  marked  O.  K.     Well 
that  beats  the  band."  ' 

"So  the  lad  has  discharged  his  trust  to  his  uncle.=  " 
Mr.  Emmett  was  going  to  say  something,  but  checked 
the  words  on  his  lips. 

W  th  that  he  devoted  himself  to  planning  out  the 

to  the  depths  with  a  roll-call.     As  they  crept  below 

gmgerly- these  sailor-men  were  not  Aojlnc^, 
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panion  ladders  wliicli  movo.l  not  wlicn  (lio  slux-k  cnmc 
-  tli<7  n.,.t  Kiiid,  f„r  tl.c  first  time.     Shr,  coining  up^ 
lield  tlie  swiiiginf;  lantern  level  «illi  her  faee.     They 
liiing  ba-'k  politely. 

^^  "Please    come,"    she   cried    in    her   winsome    wiy. 
"These  stairs  are  too  narrow  for  courtesy." 

They  stepped  heavily  onward.  She  flitted  awav. 
Emmett  raised  his  lantern  between  the  purser's  face 
and  his  own. 

"What  do  you  think  of  //«,/.?"  he  whispered,  awe- 
stricken. 

The  man  of  accounts  smiled  broadlv. 
"Pretty  girl!"   he  agreed,   with  crudely  emphatic 
superlatives. 

^^  Emmett  shook  his  head.     He  murnmred  .o  himself: 
"  I  guess  I'm  tired.     I  see  things." 

Enid  handed  ai.  armful  of  dry  linen  to  the  damp, 
steaming  women  in  the  lower  '  droom.  She  was  hur- 
rying out;  someone  overtook  her  at  the  door.  It  was 
Mrs.  Vansittart. 

"Miss  Brand,"  .she  said,  with  her  all-sufficing  smilj, 
"give  me  one  moment." 

They  stood  in  the  dark  and  hollow-sounding  stair- 
way. The  seas  were  lashing  the  column  repeatedly, 
but  the  night's  ordeal  was  nearly  ended.  Even  a  timid 
child  might  know  now  that  the  howling  terror  without 
liad  done  its  worst  and  failed.  From  the  cavernous 
depths,  mingling  with  the  rumble  of  the  storm,  came 
the  rhythm  of  a  hymn.  Those  left  in  gloom  by  the 
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withdrawal  of  Mr.   Emmelfs  lantern   were  cheering 
their  despondent  sovils. 

Surprised,  even  whilst  Enid  awaited  the  older  woman's 
demand,  the  listeners  heard  the  words: 

"  Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice." 

The  rough  tones  of  the  men  were  softened  and  har- 
monized by  the  distance.  It  was  a  chant  of  praise,  of 
thanksgiving,  the  offering  of  those  who  had  been 
onatched  from  death  and  from  mortal  fear  more  painful 
than  death. 

The  singing  ceased  as  suddenly  as  it  began.  Mr. 
Emmett  and  the  purser  were  warning  the  first  wateh. 

The  interruption  did  not  seem  to  lielp  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart.  She  spoke  awkwardly,  checking  her  thoughts 
as  though  fearful  she  might  be  misunderstood,  or  say 
too  much. 

"I  am  better,"  she  explained,  "quite  recovered. 
I  —  gave  up  my  bunk  to  one  who  needed  it." 

"  I  am  sure  we  are  all  doing  our  best  to  help  one  an- 
other," volunteered  Enid. 

"  But  I  am  restless.  The  sight  —  of  your  sister  — 
aroused  vague  memories.  Do  you  mind  —  I  find  it 
hard  to  explain  —  your  name  is  familiar.  I  knew  — 
some  people  —  called  Brand  —  a  Mr.  Stephen  Brand 
—  and  his  wife." 

She  halted,  seemingly  at  a  loss.     Enid,  striving  help- 
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Icssly  to  solve  tin-  reason  for  this  unexpected  confi<lenoe, 
but  quite  wisliful  to  make  tlie  exi)lanati()n  easier,  found 
herself  interested. 

'*  Yes,"  she  said.  "  That  is  quite  possible,  of  course, 
though  you  iu.st  have  been  (piite  a  girl.  Mrs.  Brand 
died  many  years  ago." 

Mrs.  Vansittart  flinched  from  the  feeble  rays  of  the 
lantern. 

"  That  is  so  —  I  think  I  heard  of  —  of  Mrs.  Brand's 
death  — in  London,  I  fancy.  But  —  they  had  only 
one  child." 

Enid  laugheil. 

"I  am  a  more  nobody,"  she  .said.  "Dad  adopted 
me.  I  came  here  one  day  in  June,  nineteen  years  ago, 
and  I  must  have  looked  so  forlorn  that  he  took  me  to 
his  heart  —  thank  God!" 

Another  '^olenm  chord  of  the  hymn  floated  up  to 
them: 

"  l>et  all  thy  converse  be  sincere. 
Thy  conscience  as  the  noonday  clear." 

The  rest  of  the  verse  eva<led  them.  Probal)ly  a  door 
was  closed. 

Mrs.  Vansittart  seemed  to  be  greatly  perturbed. 
Enid,  intent  on  the  occupation  of  the  moment,  believed 
their  little  chat  was  ended.  To  round  it  off,  so  to  speak, 
she  went  on  quickly: 

"  I  imagine  I  am  the  most  mysterious  person  living, 
in  my  early  history,  I  mean.  Mr.  Brand  saw  me  float- 
ing towards  this  lighthouse  in  a  deserted  boat.  I  was 
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nearly  ,1™.!.  Ti,,.  ,„.„,,I,  ,u,o  h„.l  U-vn  with  mo  were 
g".K.,  e.tl.or  starv,.,l  „n.l  n„„wn  ■Mf..  the  sea  or  kr.ocked 
«verl,„„,.,l  ,l,„;nj;  n  ,.„l!isi,„..  as  the  hoat  was  badly 
<iain.-,^r,,|.  My  h^,,,,  was  nmrUe.l  'E.  T'  That  is 
the  only  ,l..fin!t,.  fact  I  ,,,n  tell  y„„.  All  the  rest  is 
guess-work.  Evidently.  „oh„dy  oared  ,„  claim  n,e. 
And  here  ]  am.  ' 

Mrs.  Vansittart  was  leaning  l.a.k  in  the  deep  gloom 
supporting  herself  against  the  .loor  of  the  bedroom.  ' 
AMiat  a  romance!"  .slie  said,  faintly. 

"  A  vagne  one,  and  this  is  no  time  to  gossip  about  it. 
<-an  I  get  you  anything  f" 

Eni.l  felt  that  she  really  must  not  pr^lon;?  their  con- 
versation, and  the  other  woman's  exclamation  threat- 
ened further  talk. 

"Xo,  thank  you.  You'll  ex.'U.se  me,  1  know.  My 
natural  interest  —  "  ^ 

Hut  Eni.l,  with  a  parting  smile,  was  halfway  toward 
the  next  landing,  and  Mrs.  Vansittart  was  free  to  re- 
enter the  crowded  apartment  where  her  fellow-sufferers 
were  wondering  when  they  would  see  daylight  again, 
^hc  did  not  stir.  The  .larkness  was  intense,  the  narrow 
passage  draughty,  and  the  column  thrilled  and  quiv- 
ere<l  m  an  unnerving  manner.  She  heard  the  clang  of 
a  door  above  and  knew  that  Enid  had  gone  into  the 
seeon,l  apartment  given  over  to  the  women.  Some- 
where, higher  up.  was  the  glaring  light  of  which  she  had 
a  faint  recollection,  though  she  was  almost  unconscious 
when  unbound  from  the  rope  and  carried  into  the  ser- 
vice-room. 
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And  at  that  iiiomeiit,  not  kii 
near  to  Stephen  Branil.  might 


lowniir  it. 


she  liad  been 


looked  into  liis  fi 


iieo.     What  was  he  like 


have  spoken    to  liiiii 


Had  lie  aged  greatly  with  the 
keeper!     Of  all   profo 


she  wondered. 


years?     A  lightli, 
this   wide   world 


Hossions 
came  he  to  adopt  that ?     And  what  nglv  tri.k  wa.s  fate 
about  to  play  her  that  she  should  l.e  east  ashore  on  this 
desolate   rock   where  he  was   in   charge?     Couhl   she 
avoid  hi,,,?     Ila.l   she  been   injudi<.ious  in   betraving 
her  knowle<lge  of  the  past?     And  how  n.arvelous  was 
the  likeness  between  Constance  and  her  father'     The 
chivalrous,  high-minded  youth  she  had  known  ,an.e 
back  to  her  through  the  mists  of  time.     The  <alin 
proud  eyes,  the  firm  mouth,  the  wi.le  e.vpanse  of  fore- 
head were  his.     From  her  mother  -  the  woman  who 
died  many  years  ago,"  when  she,   .Mrs.   Vansittart 
was  "quite  a  girl "  -  the  girl  inherited  the  clear  profile' 
the  wealth  of  dark-brown  hair,  and  a  grace  of  move- 
menl  not  often  seen  in  Englisliwomen. 

Though  her  teeth  chattered  with  the  col.l,  ^[^s  \-an- 
sittart  could  not  bring  herself  to  leave  the  vault-like 
stairway.  Once  more  the  hymn-singers  cheere.l  their 
hearts  with  wor.ls  of  prai.se.  FA-i.lentlv,  there  was 
one  among  them  who  not  only  knew  tlie  words  but 
could  lead  them  mightily  in  the  tunes  of  many  old 
favorites. 

The  opening  of  a  door  -  cau.sed  by  the  passing  to 

and  fro  of  some  of  the  .ship's  officers  -1  brought  to  her 

distracted  ears  the  concluding  bars  of  a  verse.     ^Vhen 

the  voices  swelled  forth  again  she  caught  the  full  refrain- 
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"  Raise  tliino  eves  to  licavcn 
When  lliy  spirits  (niail. 
When,  \>y  tcinpcsts  driven, 
Heart  and  conrage  fail." 

Such  a  messaj,'e  mipht  ivell  carry  fftnt]  cheer  to  all 
wlio  licard,  yet  Mrs.  ^■ansitta^t  listened  as  one  in  a 
trance,  to  whom  the  diviiiest  promise  was  a  tiling  un- 
asked for  and  unrccoifnized.  After  passing  through 
the  greater  peril  of  lUc  reef  in  a  stale  of  supine  con- 
sciousness, she  was  now  moved  to  cctremo  activity  by  a 
more  personal  and  selfish  danger.  There  was  she,  a  hu- 
man atom,  to  he  destroyed  or  saved  at  the  idle  whim  of 
circumstance:  here,  with  life  and  many  things  worth  liv- 
ing for  restored  to  her  safe  keeping,  she  saw  imminent 
risk  of  a  eollap.se  with  which  the  nebulous  dangers  of  the 
wreck  were  in  no  way  comparal)le.  It  would  have 
been  well  for  her  could  she  only  realize  the  promise  of 
the  hymn:  "Our  light  affliction,  whirh  is  but  for  a 
moment,  worketh  for  us  a  far  more  exceeding  and  eter- 
nal weight  of  glory." 

Not  so  ran  Mrs.  Vansittart's  jumble  of  thoughts. 
The  plans,  the  schemes,  the  buildcd  edifice  of  many 
years,  threatened  to  fall  in  ruin  about  her.  In  such 
bitter  mood  there  was  no  consolation.  She  sought 
not  to  find  spiritual  succor,  but  bewailed  the  catastrophe 
which  had  befallen  her. 

It  assuredly  contributed  to  that  "affliction  which  is 

but  for  a  moment,"  that  Constance  should  happen  just 

then  to  run  up  the  stairs  towards  the  hospital.     Each 

flight  was  so  contrived  that  it  curved  across  two-thirds 
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of  tlic  siiiK-rficiiil  area  allotti-d  to  tin-  stninvay.  Any- 
one ascoiKling  iiiaili-  a  coinplotc  turn  to  tlic  right-about 
to  rca<h  the  door  of  tlic  room  on  any  given  landing  and 
t!ic  f<H)t  of  tile  ladder  to  the  next. 

Hence,  the  girl  came  unexpectedly  face  to  face  with 
Mrs.  \'ansitfart.  The  meeting  startled  her.  This 
pale  woman,  so  thinly  clad  in  the  denii-toilette  of 
evening  wear  on  ship-hoard,  should  not  be  standing 
there. 

"Is  anything  wrong.'"  she  cried,  raisin;-  her  lantern 
just  as  Enid  did  when  she  encountered  the  .  lilors. 

"Xo,  no."  said  the  other,  passing  a  nervous  hand 
over  her  face.  Constance,  with  alert  intelligence,  fan- 
cied she  dreaded  recognition. 

"Then  why  are  you  standing  here.'  It  is  so  cold. 
You  will  surely  make  yourself  ill." 

"  I  was  wondering  if  I  might  see  Mr.  Krand,"  came 
the  desperate  answer,  the  words  bubbling  forth  with 
unrestrained  vehemence. 

"See  my  father .>"  repeated  the  gir'.  She  took 
thought  for  an  instant.  The  lighlhou.se-keeper  would 
not  be  able  to  leave  the  lamp  for  nearly  three  hours. 
When  dawn  came,  she  knew  he  would  have  many 
things  to  attend  to,  signals  to  the  Land's  End,  the  ar- 
rangement of  supplies,  which  he  had  already  men- 
tioned to  her,  and  a  host  of  other  matters.  Four  o'clock 
in  the  morning  was  an  unconventional  hour  for  an  in- 
terview, but  time  itself  was  top.sy-turvy  under  the  con- 
ditions prevalent  on  the  Gulf  Rock. 
"  I  will  ask  him,"  she  went  on  hurriedly,  with  an  un- 
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comfortahle  fwling  that  Mrs.  Vansittart  resented  her 
judicial  pause. 
"Thank  you." 

To  the  (jirl'.s  ears  tlie  rourteous  acknowledgment  con- 
veyed an  odii  note  of  menace.  If  the  eye.s  arc  the  win- 
dow.s  of  the  soul  surely  the  voice  is  its  subtle  gauge. 
The  more  transparently  simple,  clean-minded  the 
hearer,  the  more  accurate  is  the  resonant  impression. 
Constance  found  herself  vaguely  perplexed  by  two 
jostling  abstractions.  If  they  took  shape  it  was  in 
mute  questioning.  Why  was  Mrs.  Vansittart  so  anx- 
ious to  revive,  or,  it  might  be,  probe,  long-buried 
memories,  and  why  did  her  mobile  smile  seem  to  veil  a 
hostile  intent  ? 

But  the  fresh,  gracious  maidenhood  in  her  ca,st  aside 
these  unwonted  studies  in  mind-reading. 

"  He  has  so  much  to  do,"  she  explained.  "  Although 
there  arc  many  of  us  on  the  rock  tonight  he  has  never  been 
so  utterly  alone.  Won't  you  wait  inside  until  I  return  ?  " 
"  Not  unless  I  am  in  the  way,"  pleaded  the  other. 
"  I  was  choking  in  there.  The  air  here,  the  space,  are 
so  grateful." 

So  Constant  passed  her.  Mrs.  Vansittart  noted 
the  dainty  manner  in  which  she  picked  up  her  .skirts  to 
mount  the  stairs.  She  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  tailor- 
made  gown,  striped  silk  underskirt,  well-fitting,  low- 
heeled,  widc-wclted  expensive  boots.  Trust  a  woman 
to  see  all  these  things  at  a  glance,  with  even  the  shifting 
glimmer  of  a  storm-proof  lantern  to  aid  the  quick  ap- 
praisement. 
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As  the  girl  «vnt  out  of  l.cr  si^l.t  „  reuiinisccnci.  came 
lo  lier. 

"  \o  wo  (Kt  I  w as  .starlle<l,"  slio  commiino.l.  "  Tlmt 
sailor's  ,Oiu  sl...  w.ars  lidps  the  resciiiblaiice.  Prob- 
ably it  is  liir  father's." 

Then  the  loii.l  silenee  of  the  lighthouse  appalle.i  her. 
The  singing  ha.l  ceased,  or  was  shut  of!  by  a  closed 
door.     One  iniglit  be  in  a  tomb  as  surrouiuled  by  thi.s 
tangible    darkness.     The    tremulous   granite,    so   eold 
ami  hard,  yet  alive  in  its  own  grim  strength,  tlic  mur- 
muring commotion  of  wind  and  waves  swelling  and 
<ly.ng  in  ghost-like  eelioes,  suggested  a  grave,  a  vault 
dose  sealed  from  the  outer  world,   though   pulsating 
with   the   far-away   existence   of   hee.lless   multitu.les. 
Ihu-s,  brooding  in  tlie  gloom,  a  tortured  soul  without 
form  and  void,  she  awaited  the  return  of  her  mess       er. 
Constance,  after  looking  in  at  the  hospital,  weiit'on 
to  the  service-room.     Her  father  was  not  there.     She 
glanced  up  to  the  trimming-stage,  expecting  to  sec  him 
attending  to  the  lamp.     No.     He  had  gone.     Some- 
what bewildered,  for  she  was  almost  certain  he  was  not 
m  any  of  the  lower  apartments,  she  climbed  to  the  little 
door  in  the  glass  frame. 

Ah!  There  he  was,  on  the  landward  side  of  the  gal- 
lery. What  was  the  matter  now.=  Surely  there  was 
not  another  vessel  in  distress.  However,  being  relieved 
from  any  dubiety  as  lo  his  whereabouts  she  went  back 
to  the  service-room  and  gave  lierself  the  luxury  of  a 
moment's  rest.  Oh,  how  tired  she  was!  \„t  until 
she  sat  down  did  she  realize  what  it  meant  to  Uve  as  she 
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had  lived,  and  to  do  all  that  she  had  done,  during  the 
past  four  hours. 

Her  respite  was  of  short  duration.  Brand,  liis  oil- 
skin.s  glcamini;  with  wet,  came  in. 

"Ilello,  "".vctheart,  what's  up  now?"  he  cried,  in 
such  cheerful  voice  that  she  knew  all  was  well. 

"That  was  exactly  what  I  was  going  to  ask  you,"  she 
said. 

"The  Falcon  is  out  there,"  he  replied,  with  a  side  nod 
towards  Mount's  Bay. 

Constance  knew  that  the  Falcon  was  a  sturdy  steam- 
trawler,  a  bull-dog  little  ship,  built  to  face  anything  in 
the  shape  of  gales. 

"  They  can  do  nothing,  of  course,"  she  commented. 
"No.  I  stood  between  them  and  the  light  for  a 
second,  and  they  evidently  understood  that  I  was  on 
the  lookout,  as  a  lantern  dipped  seven  times,  which  I 
interpreted  as  meaning  that  they  will  return  at  daybreak. 
Now  they  are  off  to  Penzance  again." 
"  They  turned  safely  then .' " 

"  Shipped  a  sea  or  two,  no  doubt.  The  wind  is  drop- 
pmg,  but  the  .sea  is  running  mountains  high." 

He  had  taken  off  his  oilskins.  Constance  suddenly 
felt  a  strong  disinclination  to  rise.  Being  a  strong- 
willed  young  person,  she  sprang  up  instantly. 

"  I  came  to  ask  you  if  you  can  see  Mrs.  Vansittart," 
she  said. 

"Mrs.  Vansittart!"  he  cried,  with  a  genuine  surprise 
that  thrilled  her  with  a  pleasure  she  assuredly  could  not 
account  for. 
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"  Yes.    She  asked  if  she  miglit  have  a  word  with  you." 

lie  threw  his  hands  up  in  comic  despair. 

"Tell  the  good  lady  I  am  up  to  my  eyes  in  work. 
The  oil  is  running  low.  I  nmst  hie  nie  to  the  pump  at 
once.  I  have  my  journal  to  li!l.  If  there  is  no  sun  I 
rannot  heliograph  and  I  have  a  host  of  signals  to  look 
up  and  get  ready.  And,  a  word  in  your  car,  Connie 
dear.  We  will  be  'at  home'  on  the  rcK'k  for  the  next 
forty-eight  hours.  Give  the  lady  my  very  deep  regrets 
and  ask  her  to  allow  me  ti>  -send  for  her  when  I  have  a 
minute  to  spare,  some  hours  hence." 

She  kis.sed  him. 

"  Vou  dear  old  thing,"  she  cried.  "  You  will  tire 
yourself  to  death,  I  am  sure   ' 

He  caught  her  by  the  chin. 

"Mark  my  words,"  he  liiuglied.  '"  Vou  will  feel  this 
night  in  your  bones  longer  than  I.  By  the  way,  no 
matter  who  goes  hungry,  don't  prc|)are  any  breakfast 
until  I  come  to  you.  I  suppose  the  kitchen  is  your 
headquarters  ?  " 

"  Yes,  though  Enid  has  had  far  more  of  Mr.  Pyne's 
company.     She  is  cook,  you  know." 

"  Is  Pyne  there  too  ?  " 

"He  is  laundry-maid,  drying  clothes." 

"I  think  I  shall  like  him,"  mused  Brand.  "He 
seems  to  be  a  helpful  sort  of  youngster.  That  reminds 
me.  Tell  him  to  report  himself  to  Mr.  Emmett  as  my 
assistant,  —  if  he  cares  for  the  post,  that  is." 

He  did  not  see  the  ready  spirit  of  mi-whicf  that  danced 
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ill  her  ryes.     Slic  pictiirivl  Mr.  I'jiio  "fixing  lliinRs" 
with  Mr.  Kiniiiotl  "  iiii^jlily  (|iii<li." 

Wlu'ti  she  rcaoheil  tile  first  lH-ilr<Mmi  floor  Mrs.  Vnn- 
sitturt  lia<l  gone. 

"I  thought  it  woulil  ;>(■  .slraiinc  if  slio  st(»<cl  long  in 
this  ilrauRht,"  iiiu.so.l  Coiistan.c.  She  <)[x'nc.l  llio  iloor 
The  la<!y  she  sought  was  leaning  ilisconN  <late  agaiii^t 
a  wall. 

"  My  father  — ''  she  began. 

"I  fear  I  was  tlionghlless,"  internipted  Mrs.  Vnn- 
sittart.  "He  must  be  greatly  occniMeil.  Of  course,  I 
can  see  him  in  the  mo.-ning  iM'fore  the  vessel  eomes. 
Tliey  will  send  a  .ship  soon  to  lake  ns  off.-" 

"At  the  earliest  p(>ssil)le  moment,"  was  the  glad 
aniiwer.  "Indwd,  dad  has  jnsi  been  signalling  to  a 
tug  whicli  will  return  at  daybreak." 

There  was  a  joyous  chorus  from  the  other  inmates. 
Constance  had  not  the  re<jMisite  hardihood  to  tell  them 
how  they  misconstruecl  her  words. 

As  slie  (|uitted  them  slie  admitted  to  herself  that  Mrs. 
Vansittart,  tliough  disturbing  in  some  of  her  moods, 
was  really  very  considerate.  It  never  occiirre<l  to  her 
that  her  new  acquai!itance  might  have  suddenly  dis- 
covered the  exceeding  wisdom  of  a  proverb  concerning 
second  thoughts. 

Indeed,  Mrs.  Vansittart  now  bitterly  regretted  the 
iini)ulse  which  led  her  to  betray  any  knowledge  of 
Stephen  Brand  or  his  daughter.  Of  all  the  follies  of  a 
wayward  life,  that  was  immeasurably  the  greatest,  in 
Mrs.  Vansittart's  critical  scale. 
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Hill  wlmf  would  yoii  ?  It  is  ikiI  oftrn  >;ivrn  to  n 
wiiiMiui  i>f  lUTVcs,  a  WDiiiiin  of  volatile  nature,  u  shallow 
worldlinjf,  )i-t  versed  in  tlie  dee|H.st  wiles  of  intrigue, 
to  Iw  slii|)wn-<ked,  to  he  |.liic>ke(l  from  a  living  hell.  Id 
he  swunjj  through  a  liurrirane  to  the  seeure  Insoeurity 
of  a  dark  and  hollow  pillar  slandin);  on  i  ''alvarv  of 
storr:i-tosse<l  waves,  and  then,  whilst  h.  i  •  im'S  s\v:i'n 
in  utmost  bewilderment,  to  lie  eonfroril.  d  'y<U  a  l'>i:n.; 
(,'liost. 

Yet  that  was  jireeisely  what  liaii  'i.    ■,  .  dcmi  Io  1  ,  r. 

I'ate  is  grievous  at  times,  '^lli^  t.jivin  of  ,"r,i  -e  >\iu 
a  plaee  of  torture.  Mrs.  Vansili.i.i  link-  lo.vn  and 
wept  in  her  distress. 
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PYNE'S  PROGRESS 

A  PRIMROSE  light  in  the  east  heralded  a  ehilly  dav.n. 
The  little  world  of  the  Gulf  Rock  bestirred  itself  in  its 
damp  misery  at  the  news.  The  fresh  watch,  delighted 
by  the  prospect  of  activity,  clattered  up  and  down  the 
iron  stairs,  opened  all  available  windows,  undamped 
the  door  when  Brand  gave  the  order,  and  busied  itself 
exceedingly  with  the  desultory  jobs  which  offered  to  so 
many  willing  hands. 

It  was  now,  by  the  nautical  almanac,  'i-:>,l  low  water 
on  the  reef,  but  the  .strong  southwesterly  wind,  hurling 
a  heavy  sea  completely  over  the  rocks,  showed  that  the 
standards  of  war  and  peace  differ  as  greatly  in  the 
matter  of  tides  as  in  most  other  re.spects. 

As  the  light  increased  it  lost  its  first  warm  tinge. 
Steel  gray  were  sky  and  water,  sombre  the  iron-bound 
land,  whilst  the  whereabouts  of  the  sun  became  a 
scientific  abstraction.  Therefore,  the  heliograph  was 
useless,  and  Brand,  helped  by  some  of  the  sailors,  com- 
menced to  flaunt  his  flag-signals  to  the  watching  tele- 
scopes on  the  far-off  promontory  of  the  Land's  End. 
The  Falcm,  strong-hearted  trawler,  was  plunging 
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towards  the  rock  when  the  first  line  of  guy  hunting 
swung  clear  into  the  breeze.  And  what  a  message  it 
was  — in  its  jerky  phrases  — its  profound  uncertainties 
—  for  communication  by  flag  code  is  slow  work,  and 
Brand  left  much  to  an  easier  system  of  talk  with  the 
approaching  steamer. 

'■  C/tmoofc  —  New  York  to  Southampton  —  struck 
reef  during  hurricane  —  propeller  shaft  broken  —  78 
survivors  in  lighthouse  —  captain,  201  passengers,  offi- 
cers and  crew  —  lost  with  ship." 

The  awful  significance  of  the  words  sank  into  the 
hearts  of  the  signallers.  For  the  first  time,  the  dis- 
aster from  which,  by  God's  Providence,  they  had 
emerged  safely  became  crystallized  into  set  speech. 
Seventy-eight  living  out  of  two  hundred  and  eighty  who 
might  have  lived !  This  was  the  curt  intelligence  which 
leaped  the  waves  to  fly  over  the  length  and  breadth  of 
the  land,  which  sped  back  to  the  States  to  replace  the 
expected  news  of  a  safe  voyage,  which  thrilled  the 
civilized  world  as  it  had  not  been  thrilled  for  many  a 
day. 

Not  a  soul  in  the  lighthou.se  gave  thought  to  this  side 
of  the  affair.  All  were  anxious  to  reassure  their  loved 
ones,  but,  in  their  present  moribund  condition,  they 
could  not  realize  the  electric  effect  of  the  incident  on 
the  wider  world  which  read  and  had  hearts  to  feel. 

Even  whilst  Stephen  Brand  was  signalling  to  the 
Falcon,  with  little  white  flags  quickly  extemporized  as 
soon  as  she  neared  the  Trinity  buoy,  newspaper  corrq- 
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spondcnts  ashore  were  busy  at  the  teligraph-offico,  and 
tlieir  associates  on  tlic  trawler  were  eagerly  transcribing 
the  hght  house-keeper's  words  wherewith  to  feed  to 
fever  licat  tlie  sensation  which  the  night  liad  provided 
for  the  day. 

Brand,  foreseeing  the  importance  of  clearness  and 
brevity,  had  already  written  out  a  full  draft  of  his  de- 
tailed message. 

Faithful  to  his  promise,  Stapleton  was  acting  as  sig- 
naller-in-chief  on  board  the  Falcon,  so  Brand  might 
manipulate  his  flags  as  quickly  as  lay  in  his  power,  with 
chief  officer  Emmett  reading  the  words  at  his  elbow: 
there  was  no  fear  that  any  mistake  would  be  made  by 
the  receiver. 

The  story,  if  condensed,  was  complete.  Beginning 
with  an  explanation  of  the  liner's  disablement,  it  dealt 
with  her  desperate  but  unavailing  struggle  to  weather 
the  reef,  described  Pyne's  gallant  and  successful  effort 
to  get  in  touch  with  the  lighthou.se,  the  rescue  of  a 
fourth  of  those  on  board,  the  names  of  the  survivors, 
and,  finally,  their  predicament  in  the  matter  of  food 
and  water. 

All  this  took  long  to  tell. 

Within  the  lantern,  Mr.  Charles  A.  r>ne,  appointed 
supernumerary  assistant -keeper,  was  burnishing  brasn- 
work  as  per  instructions  received.  He  little  knew  tli* 
use  which  was  being  made  of  his  name  I)y  llie  tiny  bits 
of  linen  tossing  about  on  the  exterior  gallery.  In  such 
wise,  helped  by  a  compositor  and  dignified  by  head- 
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lines,  does  a  man  become  a  hero  in  these  (hiys  of 
knighthood  conferred  by  the  Press. 

Constance  was  scrutinizing  tlie  Falcnn  from  the 
trimmi.ig-stagc.  Hearing  Enid's  cheery  "  Good-morn- 
ing" to  I'yne  when  tliat  young  lady  raced  U]nvards 
from  the  kitchen  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  reported 
vessel,  she  dropped  her  glasses  for  a  moment. 

"  Jack  is  on  board,"  she  announcc<l.  "  Of  course  he 
would  be  there.  And  there  is  such  a  lot  of  other  men 
—  half  Penzance,  I  think." 

Enid  joined  her;  Pyne,  too,  thought  lie  could  polisli 
a  burner  up  there  as  well  as  on  the  floor  of  the  service- 
room. 

Stanhope's  stalwart  figure,  clad  in  oilskins,  was 
clearly  defined  as  he  stood  alone  on  the  port  side  of  the 
Falcon's  small  bridge,  reading  off  tlic  signals  and  .send- 
ing b..rk  spasmodic  twitterings  of  the  flags  Hlii<  h  he, 
also,  had  procured,  to  indicate  that  ca<h  word  was  un- 
der>    od. 

"Who  is  the  skipper  of  fhe  tug,'-"  iii(|nired  Pyne 
quietly 

B</*h  jfifti  Istt^hed. 

"Vou  mean  i»fk,"  iricd  Enid.  "He  is  not  the 
captnifl  He  is  lu,  /(#icer  f/  the  Royal  Xavy,  our 
great<st  ffieud," 

■  Jack  is  ni-'  frwrf  name.  /  sup[j<«."  w<  rit  on  f'yne, 
breathing  on  the  copfxr  disc  in  hi-,  Jmnds  Ut  test  its 
e|earn<ss 

"  We  will  intrwiiicc  y/u,  even  at  this  di.stance,"  said 
Constance    airily,     "Mr.    Pyne       this    is    Lieutenant 
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John  Peroival  Stanhope,  only  son  of  the  late  Sir  rhnrlc,; 

and  Lady  Margaret  Stanhope,  of  rrogarth.n  Lodgo.lVn- 
zance,  one  of  the  best  and  dearest  fellows  whoever  lived. " 
'■  It  must  be  niee  to  Ik-  a  friend  of  yours.  Miss  Brand, 
if  you  always  talk  alhMjt  the  favored  person  in  that 
way,"  said  I'yne.  rublwiig  industriously. 

Enid,  t«  whom  Oie  nn-re  sight  of  th<-  steamer  had 
reirfored  all  her  vitality,  sfiRgled  joyou.sly. 

-  You  know,  Mr.  Pvne,  we  all  love  Jaek,  as  the  song 
says.  It  was  a  mere  accident  that  he  did  not  accom- 
pany us  t.)  th^  rook  yesterday.  Connie  would  not  let 
him  come." 

"  Ah,"  saM  I'yne. 

"I  forbade  him,"  explained  Cnn.stance,  "l)ecause  he 
has  .>idy  three  days'  leave  from  his  ship,  and  I  thought 
he  should  give  the  first  afternoon  to  his  mother  instead 
of  playing  poodle  for  Enid." 

"  How  dare  you  call  Jack  a  poodle .' "  was  the  indig- 
iiant  exclamation." 

"Allow  me,"  drawled  Pyne.  "I'm  very  glad  your 
*(ster  classified  him." 

Constance  suddenly  felt  h#r  neck  and  face  aflame. 
Pyne  was  standing  on  her  left,  Enid  on  her  r.j^ht.  The 
quiet  jubilation  of  Pyne's  voice  was  so  unmistakable 
that  Enid,  for  one  instant,  withdrew  her  eyes  from  the 
distant  ship.  A  retort  was  quick  on  her  lips,  until  she 
bethought  her  that  the  American's  statement  might 
have  two  n)eanings. 

Being  tactful  withal,  she  chose  her  words  whilst  she 
bubbled  forth: 
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"  Ho  promiscil  to  take  us  for  a  drive  today.     That  is 
the  dot  and  dash  alphal)ct  father  and  he  are  iising.     If 
dad  requires  all  the  dots  Vm  sure  Jack  is  monopolizing 
the  dashes.     He  irjiist  he  furious  about  this  Rale." 

Constance,  wlio  wanted  to  pinch  Kni<l  severely,  had 
reverted  to  her  normal  healthy  hue  by  this  time.  She 
dropped  licr  glus.ses. 

"We  are  shamefully  wasting  precious  minutes  here," 

she  said.   "  Enid,  you  and  I  ought  to  be  in  Ilic  kitchen." 

Then  she  glanced  with  cold  self-possession  at  Pync. 

who  was  whistling  softly  b.  (ween  his  ;,eth  a,  he  pli. d 

the  duster. 

"As  for  you,"  she  said,  "  '  never  saw  anyone  work  .so 
hard  with  less  need." 

He  critically  examined  the  shining  burner. 
"We    Americans   are   taught   to   be   strenuous,"   he 
said  smilingly.     'That  is  the  only  way  you  can  cut  in 
ahead  of  the  other  fellow  nowadays,  Miss  Hrand." 

She  almost  resigned  Hk-  contest.     That  unhappy  ex- 
planation had  delivered      r  bound  into  his  hands.     Yet 
she  strove  desperately  to  keep  up  the  pretence  that 
their  spoken  words  liad  no  ulterior  significance. 
"  Such  energy-  must  be  very  wearing,"  she  said. 
"It  is  —  for  the  other  man." 

"But  in  your  case  it  is  unnecessan-.  My  father  be- 
lieves wo  will  be  here  at  least  forty -eight  hours.  "  Then 
she  became  conscious  that  again  she  had  i,ot  said 
'xcci.y  what  she  meant  to  say.  "So  you.  at  any  rate, 
ned  not  wear  your  fingers  to  the  bone,"  she  added 
liurriedly. 
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"Guess  if  must  !«■  a  national  vice,"  he  sui<l  witli 
irritating  coinplaeenc y.  "  Just  now  I  feel  I  have  a  reg- 
ular Iiuslle  on." 

"Your  example  «|iials  your  prec.pts.  Knid,  tear 
yourself  from  the  attractive  spedaele.  'J'here  arc 
eifrlitj-tme  ravenous  people  to  be  fed." 

"Sorry  you  haven't  hit  upon  the  n>al  reason  of  my 
ahounding  industry,"  said  Pyne,  who  skipped  down 
the  ladder  first  to  give  the  girls  a  helping  hand  as  thej- 
<leseen<lcd. 

"Please  tell  us.  It  may  be  in.spiring,"  said  Con- 
stance. 

"  I'm  going  to  ask  the  boss  if  I  can't  take  a  turn  as 
scullery-maid  when  I'm  through  here." 

"Then  I  veto  the  idea  now,"  she  answered.  "Eni<l 
and  I  have  had  a  most  comfortable  nap,  and  I  am  cer- 
tain you  have  not  closed  your  eyes  all  night.  I  will 
make  it  my  personal  l)usiness  to  sec  tlmt  both  my 
father  and  you  lie  down  for  a  couple  of  hours  imme- 
diately after  breakfast." 

"Or  else  there  will  be  a  mutiny  in  the  kitchen." 
chimed  in  Enid. 

"Connie."  she  whispered,  when  they  were  safely  out 
of  hearing  from  the  service-room,  "  I  never  saw  a  wor.se 
case.  Talk  about  the  young  men  suddenly  smitten  you 
rca<l  of  in  novels  —  " 

Her  sister  whirled  round. 

"How  can  you  be  .so  silly.'"  she  blazed  fortji. 

"Why  did  you  libel  Jack  so  readily.-"  tittered  Enid. 

The  other,  utterly  routc<l,  went  on  ill  dignified  silence. 
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She  (lid  not  si>cak  again  until  thoy  surveyed  llic  store 
apportioned  for  ttie  coniin);  feast. 

"Eighty-one!"  she  niurnuired.  "What  a  monstrous 
deal  of  people  for  a  half-penny  worth  of  hread!" 

" What  is  the  use  of  repining .' "  sang  Enid,  «ith  a 
fortissimo  aeeent  on  the  penultimate  syllable.  "  For 
where  there's  a  will  there's  a  way.  Tomorrow  the  sun 
will  be  shining,  although  it  is  eloudy  today." 

But  Constance  was  not  to  be  drawn  a  .second  time. 
Her  clear  brain  was  troubled  by  a  forndess  shadow.  It 
banished  from  her  iiiiiid  all  thought  of  a  harmless  flirta- 
tion with  the  good-looking  youngster  who  had  rought 
a  blush  of  momentary  embarrassment  to  her  fair  face. 

How  dreadful  it  would  be  to  meet  hungiT  with  re- 
fusals—  jx^rhaps  there  were  worse  tilings  in  the  world 
than  the  midnight  ordeal  of  an  angry  sea. 

Indeed,  when  I'yne  did  join  them  in  accord  with  his 
intention,  he  soon  perceived  the  extent  of  the  new  dan- 
ger. The  stress  of  the  night  had  only  enhanced  the 
need  of  an  ample  supply  of  food.  Everybody  —  even 
the  inmates  of  the  hospital  —  was  outrageously  hungry, 
and  the  common  allotment  was  half  a  cup  of  tea  and 
half  a  ship's  hi.scuit. 

For  the  midday  meal  there  would  be  two  ounces  of 
meat  or  bacon,  one  potato,  and  another  half  biscuit 
with  about  a  wine-glassful  of  water.  For  sujjper  the 
alk>wance  was  half  a  cup  of  cocoa  and  two  ounces  of 
bread,  wdiich  must  be  baked  during  the  <lay.  \ot 
(juite  starvation,  this  menu,  but  far  from  satisfying  to 
strong  men  and  worn-out  i.omen. 
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The  F-lam,  knowing  the  usclessness  of  attempting 
to  creep  nearer  to  the  Gulf  Kocl«,  had  gone  off  with  her 
budget  to  startle  two  continents.  Stanhope's  last  mes- 
sage was  one  of  assurance.  He  would  do  all  that  lay 
in  man's  power.  Tlio  lighthouse  soon  quieted  down 
to  a  state  of  passive  ,.  -ction.  Pync,  refusing  to  be 
served  earlier,  carrier'  Ms  own  and  Brand's  scanty  meal 
on  a  tray  to  the  .sc,\'.o-room. 

The  unwearied  liglahouse-kocper  was  on  the  balcony, 
answering  a  kindly  signal  from  the  Land's  End,  where 
the  coast-guards  were  not  yet  in  possession  of  the  news 
from  Penzance. 

He  placed  the  tray  on  the  writing-desk  and  con- 
templated its  contents  ruefully. 

"I  guess  that  bancjuct  won't  spoil  for  keeping,"  he 
said  to  hini.self.  "I'll  just  lay  round  and  look  at  it 
untU  the  boss  quits  making  speeches  hy  the  yard." 

A  couple  of  niiiuitcs  passed.  Brand  was  hoisting 
the  last  lino  of  flaj^s.  when  the  .\r.urican  heard  faltering 
footsteps  on  the  stairs. 

" Don't  follow  .so  close,  ^ianiie,"  said  a  child's  voice. 
"My  arm  hurts  just  'nuff  for  anything  when  I  move." 
A  towzled  head  of  golden  hair  emerged  into  the  light. 
It  was  one  of  the  two  little  girls,  whom  Pvne  had  not 
seen  since  they  were  swung  aloft  from  the  sloping  d.-»-k 
of  the  China,  k. 

Their  astonishment  was  mutual.  The  chiki  aged 
about  eight,  recognized  in  him  a  playmate  of  the 
fine  days  on  board  shij..  She  turned  with  confident 
•ciy. 
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"  I  told  you  so,  Manm..  It  was  np.  Y<,„  said  dowh. 
Here  s  the  big  glass  house  —  and  Mr.  Pyno  " 

She  quickened  her  speed,  though  her  left  arn,  was  in 
a  simg.  Pyne.  dn'ading  lest  she  shoul.l  fall,  hastened  to 
help  her. 

"I'se  all  right,  Mr.  l>v„,.,"  she  announced  with  an 

a.r  of  ga-at   dignity.     "I   n,ake  one   step  at   a  time. 

1  hen  I  ket<  h  the  rail.     See .' " 

"  You've  got  it  down  to  a  fine  point,  Elsie,"  he  .,«id. 

But  what  m  the  world  are  tho.se  women-folk  thinking 

of  to  let  you  and  Mamie  rim  Umse  al,«ut  the  place  " 

tls.e  did  not  answer  until  Mamie  stood  l.v  her  side 
Jii'lged  by  app<..aranees,  Mamie  was  a  yea^  younger. 
Apart  from  the  nasty  brui.se  on  Klsie's  left  arm  and 
shoulder,  the  children  had  escapc-d  from  the  horrors  of 
he  wrec.k  almost  unscathed  in  body  and  certainly  un- 
troubled m  mind. 

"Mamie  came  to  my  room  for  breakfast,"  explained 
Els.e  at  last  "  We'se  awful  hungry,  an'  when  L  axed 
for  nother  b.x.t  Mrs.  Taylor  she  began  to  cry.  An' 
when  I  said  we'd  go  an'  find  mamma  she  cried  some 
more. 

"  Yes.  We'se  awful  hungry,"  agreed  Mamie.  "  An' 
please  where's  mamma .' '" 

Pyne  needed  no  further  explanation.  The  little  ones 
had  lost  their  mother;  her  disfigurcl  body,  broken  out 
of  all  recognition,  was  tossing  about  .somewhere  in  the 
under-currents  of  the  Channel.  None  of  the  women 
dared  to  tell  the  children  the  truth,  and  it  was  a  heart- 
rending task  to  deny  them  food. 
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So,  they  were  pcTmittcd  >o  louvc  their  refuge,  with 
the  kindly  belief  that  they  would  eoine  to  no  liarni  and 
pcrchnnre  obtain  a  further  .sn|i[)ly  from  one  of  those 
sweet-faeed  girls  who  explaitied  so  gently  that  the 
rations  must  run  short  for  the  common  good. 

I'yne  glanced  up  at  the  lantern.  Outside  he  could 
see  Brand  hauling  down  the  signal.  lie  sprang  to  the 
tray  and  secured  his  half  biscuit  and  tea  cup. 

"  ("ome  along,  Elsie,"  he  said,  crooking  his  left  arm 
for  her.  "  Follow  close,  Mamie.  Mind  you  don't 
fall." 

"Your  mamma  is  asleep,"  he  assured  them  in  a 
whisper  on  the  next  landing.  "  She  just  can't  be  woke 
up  for  quite  a  long  time." 

Then  he  navigated  them  to  the  door  of  the  second 
bedroom,  where  Mrs.  Taylor  was.  He  broke  the  hard 
biscuit  in  two  pieces  and  gave  one  to  each  child. 

"  Here,  Mamie  you  carrj-  the  cup,  and  go  shares  in 
the  tea." 

"I  don't  like  tea,"  protested  Mamie.  "If  I  can't 
have  coffee  I  want  .some  milk." 

"  Well,  now,  you  wait  a  little  bit,  and  you'll  be  tickled 
to  death  to  see  what  I'll  bring  you.  But  drink  the  tea. 
It's  good  an'  hot.     Skip  inside,  both  of  you." 

He  held  the  door  partly  open  and  they  vanished. 
He  heard  Mrs.  Taylor  .say: 

"Didn't  I  tell  yo.t  'hose  two  little  dears  would  do 
their  own  business  best." 

He  regained  the  service-room  to  find  Brand  steeping 
the  remains  of  his  biscuit  in  an  almost  empty  cup.     The 
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Pi/iie\s  Progris.i 
liKl.tho„.,o-koop<.r  Kr.-.to,l  1,1.  ,„„„,,  fn,,,,,  ,,,„.  „  ,„,,,„ 
I  «..ppos..  ,h«t  yo,>.  lik..  the  r.,t  of  .„.  „,.v„r  had 
such  an  appetite,  in  all  y.,ur  .lavsr"  I,..  ,ai,l 

"Oh,  I'm  pretty  well  fixed,"  sai.l  Pyne.  will,  „.„«.„- 
!>ive  grm.  ' 

"Then    you    am    fortunate.     Thert,    i,    usually    a 
wretehe.!    tile  fiend  lurking  in  „  nu.'s  i„n„  ,„,JJ. 

W    I  „„.  „  ,         ,.„,..,  „,  ^  ^,^,_  ^,_.^  ^^^ 

feel  I  eould  t«,kle  the  toughest  steak  ever  cut  off  „ 
suiHTannmitcd  row." 

-I  don't  deny."  ad.uitto.l  Pyno,  "that  the  idea  of  a 
steak  sounds  ,ood.  That  is.  you  know,"  he  went 
on2n,u,dly.  "it  „,,,,  ,„,,  „,  „pp^.„,  ,^  „,^.  ^,_^^^  ^^ij 

"I  should  have  thought  you  rould  do  with  one  „ow 
-pocally  after  the  hard  ni«ht  we  have  gone  through 
Perhaps  you  ar.-  a  believer  in  ,hc  Freneh  system  and 
prefer  a  liRht  breakfast."  ^ 

Jrand^fi^nished.he.a.st„.or.selofb.^ 

to3^:!;:"rd^^":?B-;:;r^"r---- 

.  am  lynt.  isut  talkini;  about  enlin.r 
when  there^s  little  to  eat  is  a  poor  busLss.  I  '  l' 
Don  t  you  find  that?"  "nj»ay. 

"I  do  indeed." 

Brand  rose  an.l  tapped  the  barometer,  adjusting  the 
shdmg  scale  to  read  the  tenths. 

"Slightly  better,"  he  announced.     "Ifonlv.l,       •    i 
would  go  down,  or  even  change  to  tlJnti/""'' 
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The  Pillar  of  Light 

"What  good  would  a  cliange  of  wind  do?"  in- 
quired Pyne,  greatly  relieved  himself  by  the  change  of 
topic. 

"  It  would  beat  down  the  sea  to  some  extent  and  then 
they  might  be  able  to  drift  a  buoy,  with  a  rope  attached, 
close  enough  to  the  rock  at  low  tide  to  enable  us  to 
reach  it  with  a  cast  of  a  grappling  iron." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  we  could  be  ferried  to  the  steamer 
by  that  means  ? " 

"That  is  absolutely  out  of  the  question  until  the 
weather  moderates  to  a  far  greater  extent  than  I  dare 
hope  at  present.  But,  once  we  had  the  hne,  we  could 
rig  up  a  running  tackle  and  obtain  some  .stores." 

"Is  it  as  bad  as  all  that?"  said  the  younger  man, 
after  a  pause. 

They  looked  at  each  other.  The  knowledge  that  all 
true  men  have  of  their  kind  leaped  from  eye  to  eye. 

"  Quite  that  bad,"  answered  Brand. 

Pyne  moistened  his  Kps.  He  produced  a  case  con- 
taining two  cigars.     He  held  it  out. 

"  Let  us  go  shares  in  consolation,"  he  said. 

Brand  accepted  the  gift,  and  affected  a  livelier  mood. 

"  By  lucky  chance  I  have  an  ample  supply  of  tobacco. 
It  will  keep  the  men  quiet,"  he  said.  "  By  the  way," 
and  he  lifted  a  quick  glance  at  I'yne,  "  do  you  know 
anything  about  chemistry?" 

"■^ell  —  er  —  I  went  through  a  course  at  Yale." 

"Can  colza  oil  be  converted  into  a  food." 

"It  contains  certain  fats,"  admitted  Pyne,  taking 
dubious  stock  of  the  question. 
[1681 


sw. 


Pyw's  Progress 

"  But  the  process  of  conversion,  the  chemical  reaction 
that  IS  the  difficulty." 

"  Bi-sulphide  of  carbon  is  a  solvent,  and  the  fatty  acids 
of  most  vegetable  oils  can  be  isolated  by  treatment 
with  steam  super-heated  to  about  001°  Fahrenheit." 

Brand  threw  out  his  hands  with  a  little  gesture  of 
helplessness;  just  then  Constance  appeared. 

"Dad,"  she  cried,  "did  not  Mr.  Pyne  tell  you  of  mv 
threat?"  ' 

"  No,  dear  one.  I  am  not  living  in  terror  of  you,  to 
my  knowledge." 

"You  nmst  please  go  to  sleep,  both  of  you,  at  least 
until  ten  or  eleven  o'clock.  Mr.  Emmett  is  sending  a 
man  to  keep  watch  here.  He  will  not  di.sturb  you.  He 
IS  bringing  some  rugs  and  pillows  which  you  can  arrange 
on  the  floor.  I  have  collected  them  for  your  special 
benefit."  ' 

"At  this  hour!  Impossible,  Connie." 
"But  it  is  not  impossible,  and  this  is  the  best  hour 
available.  You  know  quite  well  that  the  Falcon  will 
return  at  high  water.  And  you  must  rest,  you  know." 
She  bustled  about,  with  the  busy  air  of  a  house-wife 
who  understood  the  whole  art  of  looking  after  her 
family.     But  something  puzzled  her. 

"Mr.  Pyne,"  .she  inquired,  "where  is  your  cup.'" 
"  I  ~  or  —  took  it  down,"  he  explained. 
For  some  reason,  Constance  felt  instantly  that  she 
had  turned  the  tables  on  him  since  their  last  rencontre 
She  did  not  know  why.     He  looked  confused,  for  one 
thing:  he  was  not  so  glib  in  speech,  for  another. 
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"Down  where?"  she  demanded.  "Not  to  the  kit- 
chen. I  have  been  there  since  you  brought  up  your 
breakfast  and  dad's  on  tlie  same  tray." 

"I  breakfaste<l  alone,"  remarked  Brand  calmly. 
"Mr.  Pyne  had  feasted  earlier." 

"  But  he  had  not,"  persisted  Constance.  "  I  wanted 
him  to  —  " 

She  stopped.  This  impudent  American  had  ac- 
tually dared  to  v/ink  at  her,  a  confidential,  appealing 
wink  which  said  plainly :  "  Please  don't  trouble  about 
me." 

"You  gave  your  tea  and  biscuit  to  somebody,"  she 
cried  suddenly.     "Now,  who  was  it?     Confess!" 

"  Well,"  he  said  weakly,  "  I  did  not  feel  —  er  —  par, 
ticularly  hungry,  so,  when  I  met  those  two  little  girls 
foolin'  round  for  an  extra  supply,  I  —  er  —  thought  no- 
body would  mind  if  —  er  —  " 

"Father!"  said  Constance.  "He  has  not  had  a 
mouthful." 

"  Then  take  him  downstairs  and  give  him  one.  You 
must  have  found  ray  conversation  interesting,  Mr.  Pyne, 
whilst  I  was  eating.  But,  before  you  go,  let  me  add  a 
word  in  season.  There  must  be  no  further  discrimina- 
tion between  persons.  Stand  or  fall,  each  must  abide 
by  the  common  rule." 

Pyne,  with  the  guilty  feeling  of  a  detected  villian,  ex- 
plained to  Constance  how  the  cup  might  be  rescued. 

"  I  shall  keep  a  close  eye  on  you  in  future,"  she  an- 
nounced as  they  went  below. 

"Do,"  he  said.     "That  is  all  I  ask  for." 
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"I  am  a  von-  strict  person,"  she  went  on.     "Dad 
ahvays  encouraged  us  in  tl.e  sailor's  id-m  of  implicit 
obedience." 

"Kick  me.  It  will  make  me  feel  good,"  he  answered, 
fciitenng  the  second  bed-room,  where  Elsie  and  Ma- 
ime  were  seated  contentedly  on  the  floor,  .she  stooped 
and  kissed  them.  And  not  a  word  <lid  she  say  to  Enid 
as  to  the  reason  why  Mr.  I'yne  should  be  .served  with  a 
second  breakfast.  She  knew  that  any  parade  of  his 
un.selfishness  would  hurt  him,  and  he,  on  his  part,  gave 
her  unspoken  thanks  for  her  thought. 

Conversation  without  words  is  an  art  understood 
only  by  master-minds  and  lovers,  so  these  two  were 
cither  exceptionally  clever  persons  or  developing  traits 
of  a  more  common  genus  —  perhaps  both. 
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MRS.  VANSITTART'S  FEAR. 

The  tribulations  which  clustered,  in  bee-like  swarm, 

in  and  around  the  Gulf  Rock  Lighthou.^e  during  those 

weary  hours  were  many  and  various.     Damp  chjlhing, 

insufficiency  of  food,  interior  temperatures  ranging  from 

the  chill  draught  of  the  entrance  passage  and  stair-ways 

to  the  partial  suffocation  of  rooms  with  windows  closed 

owing  to  the  incursions  of  the  rising  tide  —  this  un- 

pleasing  aggregate  of  physical  misery  was   seriously 

augmented  by  an  ever-in  reasing  list  of  sick  people,  an 

almost  total  absence  of  =>iy  medical  comforib,  an  1  a 

growing  knowledge,  on  the  part  of  those  not  too  de- 

-  ondcnt  to  think,  that  their  uhimate  relief  might  be 

''>r  days  rather  than  hours. 

nere  man  can  understand,  and  a  woman  of  ordi- 

,rience  can  but  dimly  imagine,  the  difficulty 

nusness  of  the  task  undertaken  by  Constance 

1o  cook  and  supply  food  for  eighty-one  persons  with 
utensils  intended  for  the  use  of  three,  to  give  each  sepa- 
rate individual  an  utterly  inadequate  portion,  so  skil- 
fully distributed  that  uono  should  have  cause  to  grumble 
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at  his  or  Iut  ncif,'liljor's  better  fortune  —  here  were  culi- 
nary problems  at  oiieo  complex  and  cxiiaustivc. 

Hy  adopting  fantasti-  devices,  bringing  into  service 
empty  jam-pots  and  sardine-tins,  they  found  it  was 
])ossil)lc  to  feed  twenty  at  a  time.  This  meant  the 
preparation  of  four  <listin<t  meals,  each  requiring  an 
hour's  work.  Long  before  the  last  l)atch,  which  in- 
cluded themselves,  was  lamenting  the  absurd  discrep- 
ancy between  appetite  and  antidote  in  the  shape  of 
anything  to  eat,  the  first  was  ravenous  again. 

The  women  complained  the  least.  In  the  occupants 
of  the  two  bedrooms  the  girls  encountered  a  passive 
fortitude  which  was  admirable.  It  was  an  extraordi- 
nary scene  which  met  their  eyes  when  they  entered 
cither  of  these  stuffy  apartments.  Many  of  the  rescued 
ladies  had  not  given  a  thought  to  changing  the  dcmi- 
toilettc  of  evening  wear  on  board  ship  for  more  service- 
able clothing  when  the  hurricane  overtook  the  vessel. 
They  all,  it  is  true,  pos.sessed  cloaks  or  wraps  of  some 
sort,  but  thee  garments  were  still  sodden  with  .salt 
water  and  therefore  unwearable,  even  if  the  oppressive 
warmth  in  each  room  rendered  such  a  thing  possible. 
Their  elegant  costumes  of  muslin,  cotton,  silk  or  satin, 
were  utterly  ruined.  Lucky  were  the  few  whose  blouses 
or  bodices  had  not  been  rent  into  tatters. 

Some  of  the  worst  sufferers  in  this  respect  were  now 
the  best  provided.  Blankets  and  sheets  had  been  ruth- 
lessly torn  up  and  roughly  stitched  into  articles  of 
clothing.  Mrs.  Vansittart,  for  instance,  who  first  sug- 
gested tliis  via  media,  wore  an  exquisite  Paris  gown  and 
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a  loose  (Ircssing-jackot  arrnnncnicnt  of  yi-llow  hlunkct, 
the  loinpoiH'iit  piirts  of  wliicli  she  |KTsuadeil  two  other 
women  to  sow  together  on  the  iiioiUl  provided  by  her 
own  elegant  figure. 

A  few  (|uick-witto(I  ones  who  followed  her  example 
exhausted  the  avalla))le  stock,  and  pillow-eascs  and 
rugs  would  have  iMnl;>rgone  metaniorphosis  in  the  same 
way  had  not  Constance  come  to  the  rescue  liy  impound- 
ing them,  declaring  that  they  must  ho  reserved  for  the 
use  of  those  sufferers  who  needed  warmth  and  rest. 

The  men  passed  their  time  in  smoking,  singing,  yarn- 
ing and  speculating  on  the  chance  of  the  weather  clear- 
ing. Ultimately,  when  the  banging  of  the  waves  again 
made  the  column  feel  unsafe,  a  small  section  began  to 
plan  potty  attempts  to  [jilfcr  the  provisions.  It  is  the 
queer  mixture  of  philosopher  and  boast  in  the  average 
human  being  that  makes  it  possible  for  the  same  man, 
in  one  mood,  to  risk  his  life  quite  voluntarily  to  save 
others,  and  in  another,  to  organize  selfish  theft. 

After  an  ingeniou.s  seaman  had  been  detected  in  the 
attempt  to  pick  the  store-room  lock,  and  when  a  tray  of 
cold  ham  was  deliberately  upset  whilst  a  football  scrim- 
mage took  place  for  the  pieces,  Mr.  Emmctt  stopped 
these  ebullitions  by  arming  the  watch  with  assorted 
weapons  from  the  work-shop  and  issuing  stern  orders 
as  to  their  use  in  case  of  need. 

Here,  again,  the  warring  olomonts  which  form  the 
human  clay  were  admirably  displayed.  On  duty,  un- 
der the  bonds  of  discipline,  the  coarse-grained  fore- 
mast hand  who  had  gobbled  up  a  sur^ptitious  lump  of 
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fat  |.iK  during  tl.o  first  sucvssriil  s<uHI<.  w„iil.l  l,rai„  i|,e 
ilurinK  ras,,,l  wl,,,  tri,.,!  t,.  I,ctt,.r  l,is  ,„n.lili„„  l.y  a 
M.M.lar  Iri.k  «  „.,oi,.l  ti,,,,..  Dis.ipli,,..,  so.netiMu.s, 
tonv.Tis  a  skulker  into  a  hero. 

When  tlu-  state  „f  the  tide  pernutte.l,  slorm-shutters 
were  (.pcne.l  aii.l  a  free  draught  of  air  allowed  to  enter 
through  the  door.     Then  all  hands  eyed  the  sea  with 
anxiety.     The  wind  was  strong  an.l  pien^ing,  an,l  the 
reef  n>ain  ained  its  ceaseless  roaring.     Mlierever  a  win- 
dow opene.l  towanls  the  lan.l  there  was  a  sn.all  crowd 
waiting  to  peep  tJirough  it.     At  last,  the  sense  of  or.ler- 
hne.ss  gra.lnally  permeating  the  inmates  of  the  light- 
house u..|unlly  resulte<l  in  the  formation  of  .|„eues  with 
stated  intervals  for  moving  on,     There  was  a  momen- 
tary relief  in  hH>king  at  the  land.     The  cliffs,  the  soli- 
tary white  houses,   the   little   hamlets  half  hidden   in 
cozy  .iook.s,  .seemed  to  he  so  absurdly  near.     It  was 
ridiculous  to  imagine  that  help  could  l,e  long  <lefcrrcd 
The  seaward  passing  of  a  steamer,  carrviiig  flowers 
from  the  Scilly  Isles  to  Penzance  for  Cogent  Garden 
cau.sed  a  flutter,  but  the  sight  of  a  I'enzan<e  fi.shin.r^ 
smack  scudding  un.ler  jib  ami  close-reefe.l  foresail  be- 
tween the  rock  and  Guthenbras  Point  <reatcd  intense 
excitement.     Xoah,   gazing   across   the   flood   for   the 
return  of  the  dove  with  the  olive  branch,  couM  not  be 
more  j^leased  than  these  ca.staways  in  their  granite  ark 
when  the  brown-sailed  boat  came  within  their  view 

The  window  in  the  coal-cellar  ojH-ned  fair  towards 
the  Land's  End,  an.l  the  grimy  occupants  of  tins  com- 
partment could  look  their  fill  at  the  messenger  of  life 
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A  ricli  \ow  Yorker  in  vain  offcrod  a  Ininilrcd  iloHars  to 
any  man  who  gave  up  his  phicc  in  the  line  after  he  liini- 
sclf,  hy  the  o|Hration  of  tlie  tiiu  limit,  was  remorse- 
lessly sent  away  from  the  narrow  loop-lioU-.  DoMars 
and  pounds  sterling  have  a  etiriously  depreeiated  vahie 
under  such  cireumstanees. 

The  men  of  the  wateh  were  ahvays  questioned  for 
news  by  tlie  unemployed  majority.  They  rehited  the 
comings  and  goings  of  the  Falcon,  earrie<l  sympathetic 
inquiries  from  story  to  story  —  pronn'scuous  passing  to 
and  fro  being  forbidden  owing  to  the  narrowness  of  tlie 
stairs  —  and  sei/e>;  every  trifling  pretext  im  their  own 
part  to  reach  the  topmast  height  and  feast  their  eyes  on 
the  extensive  panorama  visible  from  the  storm-girt 
gallery.  Had  they  watched  the  coast-line  less  and 
the  reef  more  their  observations  would  have  had 
value. 

Quite  early  in  the  day,  the  purser  handed  to  the  oc- 
cupants of  each  room  a  full  list  of  passengers  and  crew, 
with  the  survivors  grouped  separately.  In  only  three 
instances  were  husband  and  wife  both  saved.  The 
awful  scene  in  the  saloon  accounted  for  this  seeming 
discrepancy.  Dazed  men  and  senseless  women  were 
wrenched  from  each  other's  clasp  either  by  the  over- 
whelming seas  or  during  the  final  wild  fight  for  life  at 
the  head  of  the  companion  stairway.  .V  wreck,  a  fire 
in  a  theatre,  pays  little  heed  to  the  marriage  tie. 

The  third,  and  last  meal  of  the  day  was  eaten  in 
silence  and  gloom.  All  the  spare  lamps  were  diverted 
to  the  kitchen,  because  Brand,  during  a  further  detailed 
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survey  of  tlic  storcvn.  iimdi-  in  comjiiiny  with  Mr.  Em- 
iiiftt   iind   tlu>   purser,   discovere.l     '.  .it    there   was  ail 
alarming  deficit  of  fnsh  witter  in  the  listeru. 

In  the  liurry  of  the  eiiHier  hours  ii  serious  niiscideu- 
hitioii  liad  IxH-n  made  in  traiismnlin);  euhie  feet  into 
gallons.  It  lieeanie  an  instant  necessity  to  use  every 
heating  apphanee  at  eoniniand  and  start  tjio  distilla- 
tion of  a  (Irinkal)le  fluid. 

The  Gulf  U(Kk  I.iglu  did  not  possess  n  proper  ap- 
paratus. The  only  method  that  eould  he  adopted  wr.s 
to  improvise  a  eoil  from  canvas  sewn  into  a  tuhe.  The 
exterior  was  varnished,  and  wrapped  in  wet  cloths  to 
assist  the  coiuvnsation  of  the  steam.  Hence,  every 
kettle  and  pot  being  rcfpiisitioned  for  this  paramount 
need,  cocoa  could  he  supplied  to  the  women  c, 

whilst  the  taste  of  the  water,  even  thu.s  disguised,  was 
nau.seating.  No  more  potatoes  could  he  hoilcd.  Raw, 
they  were  almost  uneatable.  And  potatoes  happened 
to  be  the  food  most  plentiful. 

The  genuine  fresh  water,  reduced  t  •>  minimum  in 
the  cistern,  was  only  a  little  better  in  condition  unless 
it  was  filtered,  and  Brand  decided  that  it  ought  to  be 
retained  tor  the  exclusive  use  of  those  seriously  ill. 
Patients  were  multiplying  so  rapidly  that  the  ho.spital 
was  crowded;  and  all  fresh  eases,  as  tluy  occurred, 
perforce  remained  where  thcv  w    -c. 

Neither  Constance  nor  Enid  felt  the  time  hang  heav- 
ily on  their  hands.     They  were  too  hu.sy,  though  the 
new  ordinance  regarding  the  food  supply  transferred 
their  attention  from  active  cookirg  to  the  leplcnishing 
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of  iitcMsils  which  \m\>{  W-  kcjil  full  of  sull-watcr  al 
l)(iiliij;;-|uiliit. 

IViic  \i:t>  iiri  iiivaliiaMc  assistant. 
Ill  Ihi-  ailjuslimnt  iif  nlniclon'  canvas  tiilH-s  over  hot 
spouts,  in  the  iiiaiii|iiilatii>ii  of  the  <iin(lcnsinn  plant  so 
that  it  iiii;rl,t  ii.t  cflicicnlly.  in  the  lriinniiiij{  of  lamps, 
ami  the  sl.ickliif;  of  llu'  soliUiiv  coal  firi',  he  insisted  on 
taking  to  liirnsclf  the  lion's  share  of  the  work. 

He  always  I,,,,]  „  pleasant  ipiip  or  funny  .story  to 
lirifjhten  their  talk. 

'■  ^'ou  can  con(|iier  troulile  with  a  grin,"  he  sai<l. 
"Worry  doesn't  cut  ice." 

Knid,  of  course,  chaired  him  about  his  American  ac- 
cent, whicli,  she  p  -otested,  she  would  acipiire  after  a 
week's  practice. 

"  It  is  so  (|uaint  to  our  ears,"  she  went  on.  "  I  never 
before  graspe<l  the  rea.son  why  Mark  Twain  makes  ine 
laugh.  All  he  does  is  to  act  as  a  phonograph.  Kvcry 
American  is  a  born  hunuiri.st." 

"There's  .sinnething  in  that,"  admitted  Pyrie.  "We 
do  try  to  dis-intcr  a  joke.  Say,  have  you  girls  ever 
heard  how  an  English  professor  explained  the  Yankee 
draw  1 ': " 

"No,"  they  cried. 

"  He  said  it  represented  the  effort  of  an  uneducated 
man  tc  make  a  speech.  Every  time  his  vocabulary 
gave  out  h<'  lifted  his  voice  to'  show  he  wasn't  half 
through  with  his  ide.s." 

"Oh,"  said  Constance,  "that  is  neither  kind  nor 
true,  surely." 
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"Well,"  ii(;r.(Ml  I'viic  slowly.  "Iliiil  is  Die  vipw  n 
friomi  i.f  iniiK'  tixik  nf  ili<.  rciiiiirk.  S.>  lie  iiskr.l  llio 
profrssDr  if  he  Imil  :,  iiicr  iii;rrciil)lc  sort  of  ilcfiriilli 
all  rcii.ly  fur  n,,',  of  lli,-  uav  Knulislmirii  clipiHcl  llicir 
.sjllahloH.  'I'll,.  „tl„.r  f..||,.w  nllowrd  that  lie  lia.lii't 
pondtTtMl  on  it.  'I  ^-iicss,'  sal.l  my  friend,  •:■  rc|>r<- 
scnfM  till-  cfforl  of  an  cdii.al.-d  ass  to  talk  I'.iij;h,li."" 

TlioU){li  the  lan^li  w  is  apiinsi  llirni  tl.cy  were  toned 
to  sni),'j;i'r  approval. 

"I  think,"  said  C'onstamo,  "tlia'  mr  cliicf  national 
failinj;  is  pomposity,  nnit  your  story  hits  it  off  rxactly. 
Ill  one  of  our  small  '."ornish  towns  we  have  a  stout 
little  Mayor  who  ni.-ide  nioufy  in  chicsc  and  l)ai<>n. 
He  went  to  soo  the  Paris  Kxliihition,  and  an  '  vctcr 
man,  nioctinR  him  uncxiK-ctcdly  at  the  foot  of  th  'MYvl 
Tower,  hailed  him  nithdoIi),dit.  •Hello,  Mr.  .Mayor  -" 
he  hefian.  'Hush,'  saiil  the  mayor,  glanciiif;  aroun.l 
mysteriously,  'I'm  'ere  in  mil'" 

Xone  who  heani  these  liji;ht-liearte.l  yrnnif;  p<.ople 
yellinp  with  merriment  woidd  inui^ine  thai  lliey  had 
just  dined  off  a  piece  of  hard-l.aked  hnad  made'  with- 
out yeast  un<l  washed  down  with  water  tastinj;  of  tar 
and  tur]H'ntine. 

"Now,  Miss  Eni<l,  your  turn."  cried  Pyne. 
Her  eyes  <lan<'eil  mi.sehievously. 
"  Unfortunately,  by  the  accident  of  hirth,  I  am  de- 
prived of  the  .sen.se  of  humor."  she  said. 

"It  .seems  to  be  in  the  family  all  ri(,dit,"  he  hazarded, 
lookinfi;  at  Constance. 
"Alas!"  said  Enid,  "I  am  an  .Vmerican." 
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"I'll  smile  now,  if  that  is  all,"  said  Pyne. 

"  But,  plcasr,  I  am  not  joking  a  little  bit.  When  you 
go  ashore  you  will  probably  hear  all  about  me,  so  I  may 
as  well  take  the  wind  out  of  the  sails  of  gossip.  I  am 
a  mere  waif,  who  came  sailing  in  out  of  the  West  one 
day  in  a  little  boat,  which  must  have  come  from  the 
New  World  as  no  one  appeared  to  have  lost  cither  me 
or  it  in  the  Old.  Dad  picked  us  both  up  and  adopted 
me." 

Pyne  did  not  know  whether  to  take  her  seriously  or 
not,  until  he  sought  confirmation  in  a  pair  of  tranquil 
eyes  which  ho  ga/ied  into  at  every  opportunity. 

"  It  is  quite  true,"  said  Constance,  gravely.  "  I  sup 
pose  that  the  mysterious  affinity  between  parents  and 
long-lost  children  which  exists  in  story-books  is  all  non- 
sense in  reality.  No  family  could  be  more  united  and 
devoted  to  each  other  than  we  arc,  yet  Enid  is  not  my 
sister,  and  my  father  is  hcr's  only  by  adoption.  He 
found  her,  half  dying,  drifting  past  this  very  rock,  and 
before  he  could  reach  her  he  fought  and  killed  a  dread- 
ful shark.  We  are  very  proud  of  dad,  Mr.  Pyne. 
You  see,  he  is  our  only  relation.  Enid  knows  neither 
her  father  nor  mother,  and  my  mother  died  when  I  was 
a  baby." 
"  Great  Scott ! "  cried  Pyne. 

He  turned  quickly  towards  the  door.  Mre.  Vansit- 
tart,  very  pale,  with  eyes  that  looked  unnaturally  large 
in  the  faint  light,  stood  there.  For  an  instant  he  was 
startled.  He  had  not  seen  Mrs.  Vansittart  since  they 
came  to  the  rock,  and  he  was  shocked  by  the  change  in 
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her  appearance.  He  did  not  like  her.  His  alert  intel- 
hgence  d.stru.sted  her.  IJut  it  was  not  his  business  in 
hfe  to  select  a  wife  for  his  uncle,  as  he  put  it,  and  he  had 
always  treated  her  with  respectful  politeness.  Now 
owing  to  some  flec-ting  aspect  which  he  could  not  ac- 
count for,  .some  vague  resemblance  to  another  which  he 
did  not  remember  having  noticed  before,  he  viewed  her 
w.th  a  certain  expectant  curiosity  that  was  equally  un- 
mtelhgible  to  him.  ^       ' 

She  held  out  a  scrap  of  paper. 

"Mr.  Traill  is  here,"  she  said  quietly. 

"Here!"  he  repeated,  wondering  what  she  meant, 
^.nd  perplexed  by  her  icy,  self-contained  tone,  whilst  he 

for  him  "  '""'""^  '"^"^^  """  "^^  ^""^  "°  °'^"  ^'■''*'*'"S 
"Well,"  she  said,  "that  is  the  best  word  I  can  find 

He  IS  near  to  us,  as  near  as  a  steamer  can  bring  him. 

Mr.  Brand  has  received  a  signaled  message;  he  wrote 

It  out  and  sent  it  to  me  by  a  man.     I  inquired  where  you 

were,  and  was  told  you  were  engaged  in  the  kitchen." 
tor  some  reason  Mrs.  Vansittart  seemed  to  be  greatly 

perturbed.     Her  presence  put  an  end  to  the  gaiety  of 

the  place  quite  effectually. 
The  young  man  took  the  paper  in  silence 

from  the  Falcon  runs  as  follows :  - '  Mr.  Cyrus  J.  Traill 
IS  on  board  and  sends  his  love  to  Etta  and  Charlie.  He 
will  make  every  preparation  for  their  comfort  ashore 
and  trusts  they  are  bearing  up  well  under  inevitable 
hardships.  Yours  faithfully,  Stephen  Brand  " 
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Pync  strode  to  the  door. 

"  I  must  see  if  I  can't  get  Mr.  Brand  to  answer  the 
old  boy,"  lie  cried.  "Perhaps  you  have  attended  to 
that  already." 

She  did  not  make  way  for  him  to  pass. 

"No,"  she  said.  "I  came  to  .seek  you  on  that  ac- 
count. If  not  too  late,  will  you  tell  your  uncle  that  I 
do  not  wish  to  delay  a  moment  in  Penzance.  He  will 
please  me  most  by  arranging  for  a  special  train  to 
await  our  arrival  at  the  station." 

"  What's  the  hurr}'  ? "  he  demanded. 

"A  woman's  whim,  if  you  like,  but  a  fixed  resolve, 
nevertheless." 

"Will  you  travel  in  that  rig-out .'"  he  asked  quizzi- 
cally. 

"It  is  an  ea.sy  matter  to  call  at  a  shop  if  we  reach 
shore  by  daylight.  Then  I  can  purchase  a  cloak  and 
hat  to  serve  my  needs.  Otherwise,  it  is  matterless  how 
I  am  attired.     Will  you  do  this?" 

"Why,  certainly." 

She  gave  a  little  gasp  of  relief.  In  another  instant 
Pyne  would  have  gone,  but  Enid,  who  happened  to 
glance  through  the  window  which  opened  towards  the 
northwest,  detained  him. 

"There  is  no  hurry  now,  for  sure,"  she  said.  "The 
Falcon  is  half  way  to  Carn  du  by  this  time.  I  do  not 
suppose  she  will  return  until  it  is  too  dark  to  do  more 
than  signal  important  news  very  briefly." 

"  But  this  is  important,"  cried  Mrs.  Vansittart  shrilly. 
"  It  '3  of  the  utmost  importance  to  me." 
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'Fraid  it  can't  be  helped  i 


am,"  said  Pync  civilly. 


low  MoVe  not  ashore  jet,  and  I  can't  sec  that  any 
time  will  be  wasted." 

The  electric  bell  jangled  in  the  room,  causing  Mrs. 
Vansittart  to  jump  visibly. 

"Oh,  what  is  it.'"  she  screamed. 

"My  father  is  calling  one  of  us  up,"  explained  Con- 
stance. "It  may  be  a  message  from  Jack.  You  eo 
Enid."  ''  ' 

Enid  hurried  away.  She  had  scarcely  reached  the 
next  floor  before  Mrs.  Vansittart,  who  seemed  to  have 
moods  in  full  compass,  said  sweetly: 

"Convey  my  deep  obligations  to  Mr.  Brand,  won't 
you,  Charlie.  Indeed,  you  might  go  now  and  write  out 
the  text  of  my  message  to  your  uncle.  Some  early  op- 
portunity of  despatching  it  may  ofl'er." 

"All  right,"  he  said  in  the  calm  way  which  so  effect- 
ually concealed  his  feelings.  "Shall  I  escort  you  to 
your  room  ? " 

"  By  no  means.  I  came  here  quite  unassisted.  Miss 
Brand  and  I  can  chat  for  a  little  while.  It  is  most 
wearying  to  be  pent  all  day  and  all  night  in  one  little 
room.  Even  the  change  to  another  little  room  is 
grateful." 

Pyne  bowed,  and  they  heard  his  steady  tread  as  he 
ascended  the  stairs. 

"Quite  a  nice  boy,  Charlie,"  said  Mrs.  Vansittart 
commg  forward  into  the  kitchen,  with  its  medley  of 
queer-looking,  hissing,  steaming  contrivances. 

"  Yes.     We  think  he  is  exceedingly  nice,"  said  Con- 
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stance.  She  wondered  why  the  other  woman  seemed  al- 
ways to  stand  in  the  shadow,  by  choice.  Tiie  strongest 
light  in  the  darkened  chamber  came  from  the  grate,  and 
Mrs.  Vansittart  deliberately  turned  away  from  it. 

"  If  all  goes  well  he  will  soon  be  my  nephew  by  mar- 
riage," went  on  the  other.  "I  quitted  New  York 
yesterday  week  in  order  to  many  his  uncle  in  Paris. 
Rather  a  disastrous  beginning  to  a  new  career,  is  it 
not?" 

"  I  hope  not,  indeed.  Perhaps  you  are  surmounting 
difficulties  at  the  commencement  rather  than  at  the 
end." 

"  It  may  be.  I  am  so  much  older  than  you  that  I 
am  less  optimistic.  But  you  did  not  grasp  the  sig- 
nificance of  my  words.  I  said  I  was  to  be  married  in 
Paris." 

"Yes,"  said  Constance,  still  at  a  loss  to  catch  the 
drift  of  an  announcement  which  Mrs.  Vansittart  seemed 
so  anxious  to  thrust  upon  her. 

"  Well,  thr  Chinook  was  wrecked  last  night,  or  rather, 
early  this  morning.  The  name  of  the  ship  was  not 
made  known  throughout  the  world  until  long  after  day- 
break. It  is  quite  impossible  that  Mr.  Traill  should 
have  reached  this  remote  corner  of  England  from  Paris 
in  the  interval." 

For  one  moment  the  girl  was  puzzled.  Then  a  ready 
solution  occurred  to  her. 

"  Oh,  of  course,  that  is  very  simple.  Mr.  Traill  was 
awaiting  your  arrival  in  Southampton,  thinking  to  '.  ':e 
you  by  surprise  no  doubt.  That  is  sure  to  be  the  ex- 
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alive  r""  "^"^  ^'  '"'"'""''"  "•"'  •''"  "'P''"^'  ""''  I  ^^■<^"= 
"The  vejy  first  thing  father  did  was  to  telegraph  the 
names  of  all  the  survivors.     I  know  that  is  so  bLuse 
1  saw  the  message." 

"Ah.     He  is  a  man  of  method.  I  suppo.se.     You  are 
proud  of  him.  1  heard  you  say." 

"I  think  there  is  no  one  like  him  in  all  the  world. 
^\e  are  so  happy  at  home  that  sometimes  I  fear  it  ean- 
not  last.     Yet,  thank  God,  there  is  no  e.xeuse  for  sueh 
night-mare  terrors." 
Mrs.  Vansittart  eooed  in  her  gentle  way 
"Indeed  you  have  my  earnest  .oo,l  wishes  in  that 
respeet,     she  said.     "  Do  we  not  owe  our  lives  to  you  ? 
Ihat  IS  an  excellent  reason  for  gratitude,  if  a  .selfish 
one.     But,  .some  day  soon,  you  will  be  getting  married 
and  leavmg  the  parental  roof." 

"I  do  not  wish  to  die  an  old  maid,"  laughed  Con- 
stance, yet  I  have  not  discovered  a  better  name  than 
my  own  up  to  the  present." 

She  fancied  that  Mrs.  Vansittart  winced  a  little  at 
.h.s  remark.  Deeming  her  visitor  to  be  a  bundle  of 
nerves,  she  jumped  to  the  conclusion  that  the  other 
woman  read  into  the  words  some  far-fetched  disparage- 
ment of  her  own  approaching  marriage. 

"Of  course,"  she  continued,  affably  tactful,  "I  will 
hold  another  view  when  the  right  n,an  asks  me  " 
Were  you  i„  my  place,"  murmured  her  visitor,  ap- 
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parcntly  thiiikin;;  alouil  ratlior  than  addressing  Con- 
stance, "  you  would  not  ho  fearful  of  niisfor'  ine  ?  You 
would  not  read  an  omen  of  ill  luek  into  this  dramatic 
interruption  of  all  your  plans  r  After  many  years  of 
widowhood  I  am  ahoiit  to  be  married  again  to  a  man 
who  is  admirable  in  every  way.  He  is  rieli,  distin- 
guished in  manner  and  appearance,  a  person  of  note 
not  only  in  the  States  but  on  the  Continent.  Xo  woman 
of  my  years  might  desire  a  better  match.  Why  could 
not  the  way  be  made  smooth  for  ine  ?  Why  should  the 
poor  Chinook,  out  of  the  hundreds  of  mail-steamers 
which  cross  the  Atlantic  yearly,  be  picked  out  for 
utter  disaster  ?  It  is  a  warning  —  a  threat  from  the 
gods ! " 

The  unconscious  bitterness  of  her  tone  moved  the 
girl  to  find  words  of  consolation. 

"  I  would  not  question  the  ways  of  Providence  in  the 
least,"  she  said.  "Surely  you  have  far  more  reason 
for  thankfulness  than  for  regret." 

"Regret!  I  am  not  regretting.  But  I  have  gone 
through  such  tria!.-i  that  I  am  unnerved.  There,  child! 
Forgive  me  for  troubling  you.  And  —  and  —  kiss  me, 
will  you,  and  say  you  wisi    me  well!" 

She  moved  nearer,  as  if  driven  by  uncontrollable  im- 
pulse. Constance,  not  prepared  for  such  an  outburst, 
was  nevertheless  deeply  touched  by  this  appeal  for 
sympathy. 

"I  wish  you  all  the  joy  and  happiness  which  I  am 
sure  you  deserve,"  she  said,  stooping  to  kiss  the  wan, 
shrinking  face  held  up  to  her. 
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Mrs   Vansilturt  burst  i„t„  „  pHrox^.sn,  ,.f  i.-ars  and 
tottered  towards  the  door. 

"No,  no,"  she  gasiK'.!,  as  Constance  caught  her  by 
.e  arm.     "Do  not  come  with  „.c.     I  am  -  shaken 
It  will  pass.     For  God's  sake,  let  me  go  alone!" 
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CHAPTER  Xn 
PREPARATIONS 

Pyne  found  Eni<l  rosy-red  and  inclined  to  !)e  tearful. 
The  dying  light  of  day  was  still  strong  enough  in  the 
service-room  to  permit  these  things  to  be  seen. 

"  No  bad  news,  I  hope  ? "  he  in<]uired,  though  the 
sight  of  Stephen  Brand,  seated  at  his  desk  and  placidly 
writing,  was  reassuring. 

The  question  steadied  her  to  an  extent. 

"  It  is  nothing  of  any  consequence,"  sne  said  and 
darted  past  him. 

Brand  looked  up  from  his  journal.  He  smiled, 
though  the  American  thought  there  was  a  hint  of  pain 
in  his  eyes. 

"  I  am  going  to  lose  one  of  my  girls,"  he  said.  "  Oh, 
no,  this  is  not  a  loss  by  death  but  by  marriage.  If  I 
were  a  Frenchman,  I  would  describe  it  as  gaining  a 
son.  Enid  has  just  received  what  is  tantamount  to  a 
proposal." 

"  By  flag-wagging  ?  "  Pyne  was  naturally  astounded. 

"  Yes.  You  would  not  expect  one  of  the  people  from 
the  Chinook  to  be  so  enterprising." 

"I  —  don't  —  know,"  said  Pyne,  punctuating  each 
word  with  a  deliberate  nod. 
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"Well,  in  any  rase.  I  wo„|,i  not  l.ave  forwarded  the 

Zr^M       7  M  ""••""'■"""'-  "f  ••■Kl'teen  hours," 
«l..serve,l  Hn.n.l  with  e.,ual  dehberation. 

•  The/re  t,v,,  powerful  fine  girls,"  said  Pyne.  steerinR 

how  M.SS  E„.d  happened  along.     It  reads  like  a  fairy 

"She  was  given  to  me  l.y  the  win.ls  and  waves,  yet 

t'allv       7 '"m""'  "^  '"'  ""■"  ^■"'''-     '  ^'"'"  •»'-  her 
greatly  —  if  „11  goes  well  here." 

"I-ve  eottoned  on  to  both  of  th.m  something  won- 
derful. Dut,  ,  I  an,  not  intruding  into  private  afTalrs. 
how  eon.e.s  .t  that  Miss  Eni.l  is  being  telegraphed  for? 
Of  eourse  I  ean  understand  the  gentleman  being  in  a 

^7,    '  7"",  '"''  ""'  ^-y  "'^-'f  i^  the  eondltions 
Avere  favorable. 

Pyne  eould  be  as  stolid  as  a  red  Indian  when  the 

f^^T,,    ?m'"'/'-     "'■'""'  '""""^  "°  hint  in  his 
face  of  the  hidden  thought  in  his  words. 

0,1^"'%'!:?  '"['^  ''">*'""g  t«  .vou  of  a  man  named 
Stanhope.'     inquired  the  lighthouse-keeper,  resuming 
the  entry  i„  his  diary  after  a  sharp  glance  upwards. 
T    .u  T  ^^  P"'"'"'^  ^""  ""t  t°  ««  tWs  morning. 

onWng."'^'  ^'"°^  ^'"^  "  *'"•'•  '"•^  'hat  sort 

"No  His  mother  is  Lady  Margaret  Stanhope,  being 
an  earls  daughter,  but  his  father  was  a  knight.  He 
has  been  paying  attentions  to  Knid  for  a  year  and  more, 
to  my  knowledge  and  to  his  mother's  exceeding  indig- 
nation, I  fancy."  *       ^ 
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"  That  i.i  wlicre  vrv  on  the  other  side  have  the  pull  of 
yoiv" 

"  Have  you  f  I  wonder.  However,  Lndy  Mar- 
garet's view."  liave  not  troubled  nic.  I  will  deal  with 
her  when  the  time  eomcs.  At  present  it  looks  fairly 
eertain  that  Master  Jnek  has  settled  matters  on  his  own 
aecoimt.  I  may  he  mistaken,  of  eourse.  IIow  do  you 
interpret  this  ?  " 

He  closetl  the  journal  and  handed  to  Pyne  a  memo- 
randum taken  down  letter  by  letter  by  a  sailor  as  Brand 
read  the  signal: 

"Mother  sends  her  love  to  Enid." 

"Did  mother  ever  convey  her  love  to  Enid  before?" 
asked  Pyne. 

"No." 

"Then  I  call  that  neat,  i  take  off  my  hat  to  Stan- 
hope. He  and  mamma  have  had  a  heart-to-heart 
talk." 

Brand  leaned  his  head  on  his  hands,  with  clenched 
fists  covering  his  cars.  There  was  a  period  of  utter 
silence  until  the  lighthouse-keeper  rose  to  light  the 
lamp. 

Pyne  watched  him  narrowly. 

"  I  may  be  trespassing  on  delicate  ground,"  he  .said 
at  last.  "  If  I  am,  you  are  not  the  .sort  of  man  to  stand 
on  ceremony.  In  the  States,  you  know,  when  the 
authorities  want  to  preserve  a  park  .section  they  don't 
say:  'Please  do  not  walk  on  the  grass.'  They  put 
up  a  board  which  reads:  'Keep  off.'  We  never  kick. 
We're  used  to  it." 
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"Uy  imticc-l)oi.r(|.  if  miiilrcd,  will  !„•  loss  nirt,  at 
any  int.,"  rt-plii-d  i>rnn.l.  and  tluy  f«,r.l  <.«rli  otlirr. 
Though  thoir  wonl.s  wm.  liKht,  no  pK-nsant  r..r.c.it 
lurked  in  their  minds.  Tlion-  wns  a  <|,i.-sti.,n  to  l.c 
nskcd  and  answered,  and  it  held  the  issues  of  life  and 
death. 

•'  What  did  you  mean  just  now  Uy  sayinp,  '  if  all  goes 
well  here?'  Is  there  any  special  reason  why  things 
should  not  go  well .' " 

The  young  Philadolphian  might  have  been  hazarding 
an  inquiry  about  a  nuitter  of  trivial  interest,  so  ealm  was 
he,  .so  smooth  his  utternnee.  Hut  Urand  had  nia.le  no 
mistake  in  estimating  this  youngster's  foree  of  elinrac- 
tcr,  nor  did  he  .seek  to  temporize. 

He  extended  an  arm  towards  the  reef. 
"You  hear  that?"  he  said. 
"Yes." 

"It  may  boil  that  way  for  weeks." 
"So  I  have  been  told." 
"  By  whom  ?  " 
"Mr.  Emmett  told  nie." 

"Ah!    He  and  I  have  di.scusscd  the  matter  already. 

Yet  I  imagine  that  neither  he,  nor  any  other  man  in  the 

place  .save  myself,  grasps  the  true  meaning  of  the  fact." 

"  I've  been  theorizing,"  said  Pyne.     "  It  occurred  to 

me  that  this  li/;ht  isn't  here  for  amu.sement." 

He  looked  up  at  the  lamp  and  smiled.     The  pillar, 

in  those  days,  must  have  been  a  haunt  of  illusions,  for 

Brand,  like  Constance  and  Pyne  himself  in  the  ca,se  of 

Mrs.  Vansittart,  thought  he  caught  an  expression  fa- 
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miliar  to  hi.s  pyca  lonp  Ix-fore  he  liuil  mi-n  that  <lc»r-<iil, 
s|>K'iidi<lly  iiit('lli);('iit  face. 

Hilt  then'  was  no  tiiiio  for  icilo  xprciilation.  Up 
glatu'od  into  the  wi-ll  of  the  stairs  to  make  sure  that  no 
one  was  ascending. 

Then  he  approached  nearer  to  I'yne  and  said  in  an 
inten>    rthis|)er: 

"It  illj'lo  waste  words  with  yoH.  I  have  reasoned 
this  thinK  ont  and  now  I  will  tell  you  what  I  have  de- 
cided. I  will  take  the  watch  from  eight  until  twelve. 
At  twelve  you  will  relieve  me,  and  I  will  j?"  Mow  to 
set'ure  provisions  and  water  sufficient  to  maintain  tlie 
lives  of  my  daughters,  you  and  my.self  for  a  few  liours 
longer  than  the  others.  Uy  right,  if  I  followed  the 
nrles  I  have  promised  to  obey,  I  alone  should  live. 
That  is  impu.s.sible.  A  Spartan  might  do  it,  but  I  can- 
not abandon  my  girls  and  yet  retain  my  .senses.  1 
trust  you  becdiise  I  must  have  a  confederate.  If  the 
weather  does  not  break  before  tomorrow  night  we  mu.st 
barricade  the  slairs  —  and  fight  —  if  necessary." 

His  face  was  drawn  and  haggard,  his  eyes  bla.zing. 
He  shook  as  one  in  the  first  throes  of  fever.  He  seemed 
to  await  his  companicn's  verdict  with  an  over-powering 
dread  lest  any  attempt  should  be  made  to  question  the 
justice  of  his  decree. 

"Yes.  I  figured  it  out  that  way,  too,"  said  Pyne. 
"It's  queer,  isn't  it,  to  be  in  such  a  fix  when  tl'Te's 
all  sorts  of  help  within  call,  so  to  .speak.  We  might  as 
well  be  in  a  mine  clcsed  up  by  an  explosion.  And,  I'll 
tell  you  what  —  I'm  real  sorry  for  you." 
[  194  ] 
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Briind.  .oIlapsinR  iiii.lcr  llic  sirnin.  sank  inlc.  n  rhnir. 

"It  is  an  awful  tiling,"  h,  Miounr.l.  "I,.  r>m,|,.,nn  s,, 
many  nion.  woiiicn.  ari.l  children.  i<>  .such  n  death." 

A  s|>a.sm  of  ,,„i„  „,„,|i.  |.v„,.\s  lip,,  trenmloMs  for  an 
instant.     He  lia.l  forgotten  Klsie  an<!  Mn.nie. 

But  his  voice  was  fully  iituler  control  when  he  spoke 
again. 

"  You  can  count  on  nie  in  the  deal  in  all  hut  one 
thing,"  he  .said. 

The  older  man  lookc.l  up  fiercely.  What  conditio" 
could  be  inipo.sed  in  the  fulfilni-nt  of  a  duly  so  terrible  ? 
"I  am  here  by  chance,"  went  on  I'yne.  "One  of 
your  daughters  may  have  told  you  that  .^rrs.  ^•ansitturt 
came  from  New  York  to  marry  my  uncle.  Anyhow 
you  would  know  she  was  dear  to  him  by  his  message 
today.  She  is  sort  of  in  my  charge,  an.l  I  can't  dcsi-rt 
her.^  It's  hard  luck,  as  I  don't  care  a  c'cnt  for  her. 
She's  the  kind  of  woman  old  men  adore  —  fascinating, 
bird-like  ereaturi's  —  when  the  <age  is  gilded." 

Brand  sprang  to  his  feet  and  raced  up  to  the  trim- 
ming-stage. When  his  hands  were  on  the  lamp  he  felt 
surer  of  himself.  It  gave  him  .strength  during  the  hur- 
ricane and  it  would  strengthen  him  now. 

"There  can   be   no  e.v.-cptions,"   he  said  harshly. 

"ync  waited  until  the  lighthouse-keeix-r  rejoined  him. 

"  I  ought  to  have  put  my  projiosition  before  vou  first 

and  made  a  speech  afterwards,"  he  said.     '•  Constance 

and  Enid  will  join  y(,u  Ik  re  «  hen  you  say  the  word,  Isut 

I  will  be  on  th    other  side  of  the  barricade." 

"Nonsense!"  cried  Brand.     "You  have  no  right  to 
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thnist  luvny  the  chance  that  is  given  you.  You 
saved  all  these  people  once.  Wliy  sliouUl  you  die 
uselessly .' " 

"What!  Suppose  it  pans  out  that  way.  Suppose 
we  live  a  couple  of  weeks  and  escape.  Am  I  to  face  the 
old  man  and  tell  him  —  the  truth  ?  No,  sir.  You 
don't  mean  it.  Vou  wouldn't  do  it  yourself.  What 
about  that  shark  the  girls  told  me  of.  I  can  guess  just 
what  happened.  He  wanted  the  light  refreshment  in 
the  boat.  Did  yon  scoot  back  when  you  saw  his  fin  ? 
I'm  a  heap  younger  than  you,  Mr.  Brand,  but  that 
bluff  doesn't  go." 

"Thank  Heaven,  we  have  twenty-four  liours  yet!" 
murniure<l  Urand. 

"  It  will  be  all  the  same  when  we  have  only  twenty- 
four  seconds.  Let  us  fix  it  that  way  right  now.  Don't 
you  see,  it  will  be  easier  to  deceive  the  girls  ?  And 
there's  another  reason.  Barricade  and  shoot  as  you 
like,  it  will  be  a  hard  thing  to  keep  three-score  desperate 
men  bo.xcd  up  down  below.  When  they  begin  to  diet 
on  colza  there  will  be  trouble.  A  few  of  us,  ready  to 
take  chances,  will  be  helpful.  Some  of  them  may  have 
to  die  quick,  you  know." 

Brand  closed  his  eyes  in  sheer  affright.  In  that  way 
he  tried  to  shut  out  a  vision. 

"  Be  it  .so,"  he  gasped.     "  May  the  Lord  help  us." 

It  was  the  responsibility  that  mastered  him.  Judges 
on  the  bench  often  break  down  when  they  sentence  a 
criminal  to  death,  but  what  judge,  humane,  tender- 
hearted and  God-fearing,  ever  pronounced  the  doom 
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of  seventy-ciglit  people  .snatched  from  a  merciful  death 
to  be  steeped  in  liorrors. 

At  last  his  iron  will  predominated.  The  knowledge 
that  the  path  of  duty  lay  straight  before  him  eheercd 
his  tortured  soul.  No  man  could  say  he  erred  in 
trying  to  save  his  children.  That  was  a  trust  as 
solemn  as  any  conferred  by  the  Elder  Brethren  of  the 
Trinity. 

He  placed  a  hand  on  Pyne's  shoulder,  for  this  young- 
ster had  become  dear  to  him. 

"Had  I  a  son,"  he  .said,  "I  should  wish  him  to  be 
like  you.  Let  us  strive  to  forget  the  evils  that  threaten 
us.  Brooding  is  useless.  If  need  be,  you  will  take 
charge  of  the  lower  deck.  There  is  starvation  allow- 
ance for  three  more  days  at  the  worst.  But  I  hatr  the 
thought  of  starting  the  new  scale  tomorrow." 
"It  may  not  be  necessary." 

"  Candidly,  I  fear  it  will.  I  know  the  Cornish  coast 
too  well.  When  had  weather  sets  in  from  the  south- 
west at  this  season  it  holds  for  a  week  at  the  lowest 
computation." 

"  Is  there  no  other  way  ?  Can  nothing  be  done  out 
there .' " 

"  Able  men,  the  best  of  sailors,  the  most  experienced 
of  engineers,  have  striven  for  half  a  century  to  devise 
some  means  of  storm  comnmnication  with  a  rock  light- 
hou.sc  placed  as  this  is.  They  have  failed.  There  is 
none." 

"  That's  good,"  cried  Pyne  quite  pleasantly.   "  Where 
is  your  pouch  ?     I  feel  like  a  smoke.     If  I  hadn't  fired 
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that  question  at  you  I  should  have  wasted  a  lot  of  time 
in  hard  thinkinp." 

Brand  ha<l  to  scheme  that  night  to  reach  the  store- 
room unobserved.  The  Falcon,  steaming  valiantly  to 
her  observation  post  near  the  buoy,  aided  him  con- 
siderably, lie  permitted  the  night  watch  to  gather  in 
the  service-room  whilst  ho  supplied  the  men  with  to- 
bacco, and  stationed  the  officer  on  the  gallery  to  observe 
the  trawler  in  ca.-^'  she  .showed  any  si.  :ial    lights. 

Since  the  attempt  on  the  lock  Constance  gave  the 
key  to  her  father  after  each  visit.  For  the  rest,  the 
inmates  of  the  pillar  were  sunk  in  the  lethargy  of  un- 
satisfied hunger.  Constance  and  Enid,  utterly  worn 
out  with  fatigue,  were  soun  i  asleep  in  the  kitchen,  and 
the  tears  coursed  down  the  man's  face  as  he  acted  the 
part  of  a  thief  in  securing  the  measured  allowance  of 
flour  and  bacon  for  one  meal.  The  diet  of  one  hungry 
meal  for  eighty-one  people  gave  twenty-seven  hungry 
meals  for  three.  He  ought  to  have  taken  more,  but  he 
set  his  teeth  and  refused  the  ungrateful  task. 

It  is  oft-times  easy  for  a  man  to  decide  upon  a  set 
course,  but  hard  to  follow  it. 

"A  week!"  he  murmured.  "Perhaps  ten  days! 
That  is  all.  Pray  Heaven  I  may  not  go  mad  before 
they  die!" 

Pyne,  watching  the  light,  knew  tliat  Brand  had  suc- 
ceeded. The  Falcon  went;  gradually  the  watch  dis- 
persed. 

"  Where  is  the  hoard .' "  asked  Pyne,  making  believe 
that  they  were  playing  some  comedy. 
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"Hidden   in   the   kitchen   lakers.      I   eo„M   ,.1 »  ' 
on.yd,ti„ed  water.     You  ,„..  pe.uade        ',    ^t 
th™„.„g  .hat  something  went  wrong  wit.,  t^^ 

As  opportunity  offered.  Brand  transferred  the  tin,  to 

the  last  consignment  was  safely  stored  away 
.,^'"  "'"'•''      ere,"  he  commented. 
I  will  take  no  more!"  was  the  fierce  cry 
iou  ought  to." 
;;i  refuse,  I  tell  you!   Don't  torture  me  further." 
Any  chance  of  a  row  in  the  morning  ?    The  purser 
;p"en!d '•       ""  """"*  '"'''  "•''^"  "-  store  ro'omi: 

e^pl;:!:!.-'^' "'"■"•     ^'-"'-P-^-acancieswith 
wi;^""^^'''^-P''^'"«'^'>-''-v.to 

But  look!    The  lamp!    It  needs  adjusting." 
Indeed,  a  fresh  gale  seemed  to  be  springing  up.     The 
w.nd-yane  having  gone,  the  index  was  uselel  'it  wa 
not  unt.1  a  burst  of  spray  drenched  the  lantern  tl 
Brand  knew  of  a  change  taking  place.     The  wind  wl 
backmg  round  towards  the  north. 

The   barometer   fell    slightly.     It   portended   either 
more  wmd  and  dry  weather,  or  less  wind  accompanied 
h  raxn.     Who  could  tell  what  would  happen?'  Fair 
[197] 


I 


The  Pillar  of  Light 

or  foul,  hurricane  or  calui,  all  things  seemed  to  be  the 
ungovernable  blundering  of  blind  chance. 

When  the  rock  was  left  in  peace  after  the  fall  of  '.he 
tide,  Pync  promised  to  keep  the  light  in  order  if  Brand 
would  endeavor  'o  sleep  until  day-break.  Rest  was 
essential  to  him.  He  would  assuredly  break  down 
under  the  strain  if  the  tension  were  too  long  main- 
taine<l,  and  a  time  was  co.iiing  when  he  would  need  all 
his  strci.'gth,  mental  and  physical. 

"  Here  have  I  been  snoozing  in  odd  corners  ever  since 
I  came  aboard,"  urged  the  American,  "  and  I  have 
nothing  to  do  but  starve  quietly.  It's  ridiculous.  My 
funeral  is  dated:  yours  isn't.  You  can't  be  on  deck  all 
the  time,  you  know.  Now,  just  curl  up  and  count 
sheep  jumpin;;  over  a  wall  or  any  old  game  of  the  sort 
until  your  eyes  close  of  their  own  accord." 

Brand  yielded.  He  lay  on  the  hard  boards,  with  a 
chair  cushion  for  pillow;  all  the  rugs  rescued  by  Con- 
stance were  now  needed  in  the  hospital.  In  less  than 
a  minute  he  was  sound  asleep. 

"  That  was  a  close  call,"  mused  Pync.  "In  another  hour 
he  would  have  cracked  up.     He's  a  wonder,  anyhow." 

The  lighthouse-keeper  slept  until  Ic  g  after  day- 
break.    Pyne  refused  to  allow  anyone  to  disturb  him. 

Soon  after  se  en  o'clock  the  watch  reported  that  two 
vessels  were  approaching  from  the  Bay.  One  was  the 
Falcon,  and  the  sailors  soon  made  out  that  the  other 
was  the  Trinity  tender  from  Plymouth. 

Wlien  they  were  both  nearing  the  buoy.  Brand  was 
aroused. 
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It  was  evident  tliat   tl,e  hrief  rest   l,-„l  ,}         i  ,- 
brai,,   an.l   restored   Iiis   .,  If        fii  ''•■"■'■''  ''"' 

si:- ^"-■"'  "•'  "■"■'"'.^  *»;/?.' 

The  Falcon  was  now  chartered  l,y  press-n,en   ,n  .. 
cn,I,an  on  tl.e  offieial  l>oat  was  evLLTv  1 

He  knew  quit  ■  well  th.f  »■  ,  ■  *' 

Jho  .„,  ,A^„„„J  ,„„„„„  ^„^^.^  _,^^  ^^^_^_^^ 

"  Hope  all  is  well  ?  " 

Wiat  was  he  to  sav  '     ^V'o„  ;*      .  i 

desperate  plight  but  rcv.-dinn.  tl,  "^.>o„„'*  P'-^'i 

vised  for    1  .     '^'-^'^•"'ng  the  measures  he  had  W„"* 

vistU  tor  the  protection  o 
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make  up  his  tiiiiid  to  lutitich  out  into  a  full  explanation 
that  instant. 

So  he  signaled: 

"  Everyone  alive,  but  many  cases  of  grave  collapse." 

Stanhope  was  again  the  signaler  —  evidently  he  had 
arranged  matters  with  the  Admiral  at  Portsmouth  — 
so  Brand  expected  the  prompt  reply: 

"  IIow  are  Constance  and  Enid  ?  " 

"Quite  well  and  cheerful." 

The  tall  man  near  Stanhope  bent  closer. 

"Are  Mrs.  Vansittart  and  Pyne  all  right?" 

Brand  assumed  that  the  lady  was  in  no  worse  condi- 
tion than  others.  Constance,  telling  him  the  state  of 
the  sick  during  a  hasty  visit,  had  not  mentioned  her 
name. 

So  he  sent  the  needed  assurance,  and  went  on  for- 
lornly : 

"  Suppose  no  effort  can  be  made  to  open  communica- 
tion?" 

To  his  great  surprise,  the  answer  came: 

"We  are  constructing  a  raft.  When  the  tide  falls 
this  afternoon  we  will  try  what  can  be  done." 

Ah,  how  glad  he  was  that  he  had  not  obeyed  his 
earlier  impulse,  and  horrified  the  anxious  rescuers  by  a 
prophecy  of  lingering  death  for  many,  with  the  prelude, 
perchance,  of  murderous  excesses  committed  by  men 
on  the  verge  of  madness.  If  that  story  had  to  be  to!  J 
;  wiuiiT—'-'  not  flinch,  but  it  was  a  grateful  thing  that  the 
hour  of  its  teUing  might  at  least  be  deferred. 

A  long  message  followed,  a  siring  of  loving  words 
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trom  relatives  ashom  »n  n,.  i 
on  the  rook.  DuZ  «  „  '?"""!''-  "^  ''"P"-"'-^ 
off  of  the  sig„a,:r:X  2  r  ^^'""^  '^'"'•"^ 
Pwbabilitie.,  of  success  ofail'f  T  ™"^"""'fc'  "'« 
afternoon      It  „.„;i     I  ^'"'  ""'  ''-"^""^  "f  ""e 

about  nortWe:  •  :^^  ^ t'"  "'^  "-7'  ^---^er, 
s^veep  the  re-f  an,l  '  '  ,    "°'^  ^^^«"'  «l"ch  would 

-"■"rend:  i   :ilf  "-  li«i.thou.e  at  half-tide 

rock.  ''  '"  ""-'  ""-"ediate  vicinity  of  the 

was  tenfpted  to  Jak    1^1  "h  '"'^"  ^^°"'*^  '""■     "<= 

hands,  but  refrained  becaul  hi  ;  '"Tl''  """  '°  "" 
Beneath  his  feet  T         7       ^ '""'^'^  "'"«»"' failure. 

aui  nis  feet  was  a  human  volcano      t;t;,.   i  . 
deeply,  it  might  become  active  and  In  "° 

So  the  apathetic  multitude  in  IW     T'"°"u 
awaiting  a  scanfv  m  A  '^'""'S'^'  hungrily 

what  itlLZta^r  .«  ^'f  °"'^  ''-''-' 
statement  written  ouhvT  "'"'""  "'"'  ""^  '°"g 

the  door  of  :ll\2l''        ''"""  '^"'^  "'''^  ''^  '"«  a? 

pr^rrthi^::::-^"-'''— his  uncle. 

<iou"^.Z;::,t:;/;r''-"hesaid.-'Ihaveno 
a  little  while  '  '^  ^°"  ^*^"''  °"  *''<=  ga"ery  for 

"In  this  high  wind,"  she  said,  "it  will  be  vo^  cold 
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The  Pillar  of  Light 
out  there,  niul  any  further  oxixisuro  would  make  me 
very  ill." 

"That's  true  enouj,'li,"  he  agreed,  though  he  won- 
dered why  she  raised  no  quoslion  coneeming  the  mes- 
sage she  wished  him  to  eonvey  to  Mr.  Traill. 

Had  she  forgotten  the  urgeTuy  of  her  words  over 
night?  He  had  carried  her  instructions  (|uite  faith- 
fully to  Brand  and  the  latter  smiled  at  the  fantasy. 

"  Time  enough  to  think  of  such  things  when  we  are 
assured  of  the  lady's  departure,"  he  said,  and  they  left 
it  at  that. 

Thinking  to  interest  her,  Pyne  told  her  of  the  crowd 
on  the  Falcon. 

"  Mostly  reporters.  Brand  thinks,"  he  said.  "  What 
a  story  they  will  build  up  in  the  New  York  papers.  It 
will  be  more  fun  than  a  box  of  monkeys  to  get  hold  of 
this  week's  news  and  read  all  the  flapdoodle  they  are 
printing." 

But  Mrs.  Vansittart  was  not  to  be  roused  from  her 
melancholy.  She  dreaded  the  least  physical  suffering. 
Privation  was  a  new  thing  in  her  life.  Today  she  was 
inert,  timid,  a  woman  who  cowered  away  from  the  door 
and  was  obviously  anxious  that  he  should  leave  her  to 
the  quiet  misery  of  the  packed  bedroom. 

As  the  day  passed,  a  wearisome  iteration  of  all  that 
had  gone  before,  a  new  feature  in  the  relations  of  the 
crowded  community  made  it.self  disagreeably  apparent. 
Men  drew  apart  from  each  other,  singly,  or  in  small 
groups.  An  inconsolable  gloom  settled  on  the  women. 
By  some  means,  the  knowledge  spread  that  they  might 
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all  stan^e  to  ,l,.,.th  i„  ,|,,  i,,,,,,  „f  „,|^  ,.„,,,  ,,,_  _ 

Ih...v  1h.k„„  t..  l,„.ll,,  it.  to  „,,l,r«i,l  its  steadfastness 
will.  siH.lvcMi  <urs,.s  „r  .inrostraiiuMl  t.ars.  The  san.- 
tiiarv  »f  one  ,lay  was  hvrwmn^  th,-  tonil,  .,f  tl„.  „L-xt 
ISO  lonser  was  tl,ere  .onipetition  to  look  at  laiul  or  sea 
from  the  open  windows.  Kverywh.Te  was  settHn.. 
<lown  a  pall  of  blank.  horriMe  silen.e  an.l  snspi,.ion 

Kven  (-onstanee  yiel.le.l  to  the  eon.,non  terror  once 
when  the  men  of  the  wat<l,  eseorte.l  the  bearer  of  a 
tray-load  of  provisions  to  the  ocrupants  of  the  eoal- 
cellar. 

"Kni.!."  she  whis,HTe,l.  "did  yon  .see  the  li.d.t  in 
their   eyes. =     What    i.s    Hy    l)^.,    ,„„  ,.,„;^ 

way  .- 

"  It  nnist  be  so,  yet  it  is  almost  nnbelievable.  Tliev 
are  far  removed  from  real  starvation." 

"One  w-ould  think  so.  ]{nt  it  is  so  hard  to  realize 
t.mgs  beforehand.  An.l  tluT  have  notliing  to  do 
Thev  are  broo.ling  all  the  time.  We  are  slaves  to  our 
.magmation.  Many  a  siek  ,H-r.son  is  allowed  to  eat 
far  less  than  the.se  n,en  have  been  given,  and  the  .lepri- 
vation  IS  not  felt  at  all." 

"What  will  beeome  of  ns,  Constanee,  if  wc  are  do- 
tamed  here  for  many  davs." 

"Dear  one,  do  not  ask  me.  We  must  not  think  of 
sueh  thmgs." 

"Birt  dad  i.s  thinking  of  them.     I  watehed  hi.s  face 
when  I  took  liim  a  scrap  of  food  just  now,  an.l  -" 
"  Hush,  dear.     Let  us  pray  -  and  hope." 
There  was  a  clatter  of  feet  down  the  iro.    stairs. 
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Tin-  mon  i)f  tlu'  wulcli  were  liustlinu  to  imlmr  llic  iron 
door.  A  solidly  huilt,  cirt-ular  raft  lind  iH'cn  lowered 
from  tlic  Trinity  tender. 

An  a.>i.si.stant-keei)or,  wearing  a  cork  jacket,  with  a 
rope  almiit  his  waist,  wa.s  clinging  to  a  stumpy  mast  in 
the  centre.  Two  .stout  guide-ropes  were  manipulated 
from  the  deck  of  the  ves.sel,  and  the  flat,  unwiehMy  mass 
of  timber  wa.s  slowly  drifting  nearer  to  the  lighthouse 
with  the  tide. 

The  door  of  the  column  opened  towards  the  east,  so 
the  winti,  with  its  pelting  sheets  of  spray,  wa.s  almost  in 
the  opposite  {piarter,  and  the  stout  granite  shaft  it.self 
afforded  some  degree  of  protection  for  the  entrance. 

The  scheme  signaled  from  the  steamer  was  a  good 
one.  None  but  a  lunatic  would  endeavor  to  approach 
the  rock  it.self,  but  there  was  a  chance  that  the  raft 
might  be  made  to  drift  near  enough  to  the  door  to  per- 
mit a  grapnel  to  be  thrown  across  the  rope  held  by  the 
gallant  volunteer  on  the  raft. 

It  was  his  duty  to  attach  the  two  ropes  and  thus  rea- 
der it  possible  for  a  stronger  line  to  be  drawn  from  the 
vessel  to  the  pillar.  There  was  no  other  way.  The 
lighthouse  did  not  possess  a  rope  of  sufficient  length  to 
be  drawn  back  by  the  raft  without  the  intervention  of 
some  human  agency. 

This  was  precisely  the  puny,  half-despairing  dodge 
that  the  reef  loved  to  play  with.  Cat-like,  it  permitted 
the  queer,  flat-botivjmed  craft  to  approach  almost  within 
hail.  Then  it  shot  forth  a  claw  of  furious  surf,  the 
heavy  raft  was  picked  up  as  if  it  were  a  floating  feother, 
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fiirncl  .leoM  over,  nn.l  flun^  many  fathom.,  out  to  «,a 
whilst  both  of  it,  Rukling  cables  were  snapped  with  con- 
temptuous  case. 

Th.-  a,ssistnnt-kc<-por.  kept  afloat  by  his  jaeket.  was 
houle.1,  half  ,lr«wne,l.  back  throuRh  tlu-  choking  froth 
whilst  the  wave  whi.'h  ovor«l,elined  tJie  raft  curled  up 
a  spiteful  tonRu,.  and  «l,„„st  su,Te«.de.l  in  dragging  out 
several  of  the  i.u-n  statione.l  in  the  <lo„rway. 

With  a  clang  tlie  iron  shu.ter  was  rushed  into  its 
place,  and  h h.'n  the  sailor  was  rcs.iie.l  the  Trinity  boat 
steamed  away  to  Irj-  and  secure  the  raft. 

So  joyous  ho|)c  gave  way  once  more  to  dark  fore- 
boding, an.l  the  only  comfort  was  the  faint  one  to  be 
extracted  from  the  parting  signal: 

"Will  try  again  next  tide," 
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CHAPTER  XIII 
BEFORE  THE  DAWN 

DisriPUNE  slarkcnoci  its  bonds  that  ninlit.  For  one 
thing  Mr.  Emmett  fi-11  ill.  .Mtliouuli  inuri'd  to  linni- 
sliip  in  the  elemental  sfrifo,  l)oin;,'  of  tlie  stwkv  mariner 
rn<>c  whicli  holds  the  (jruff  Atlantic  in  no  dread,  he  ha<l 
never  l)cfore  l)een  called  on  to  eat  so<lden  bread,  to 
drink  condensed  steam  flavored  with  varnish,  and  to 
chew  sustenance  from  the  rind  of  raw  baron.  These 
drawbacks,  added  to  the  lack  of  exercise  an<l  the  con- 
stant wearing  of  clothes  not  yet  dry,  placed  him  on  the 
sick  list. 

Again,  there  were  ominous  whispers  of  unfair  division 
in  the  matter  of  food.  It  was  not  within  the  reahn  of 
accomplishment  that  the  purser,  Constance,  Enid,  and 
others  who  helix-d  to  apportion  the  eatables  could  treat 
all  alike.  Some  fared  better  than  others  in  quality  if 
not  in  quantity.  The  unfortunate  ones  growled,  and 
talked  of  favoritism. 

A  crisis  was  reached  when  the  second  officer  mu.stered 
the  night  watch. 

When   one  sheep  leads  the  others   will   follow.     A 
stout  German  from  Chicago  asked  bluntly: 
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Ikinrf  the  Dawn 
_    •' V,.r,--H  ,Io  ^„H,(  „f  |,|„vi„'  „,  „„„„„|i„-  jj,,,, ,     ,,^.^, 
IH  l.u.l  v„„  tiiiK  t„  j;„rt.  „„,1  ,|„t  is  ,|,.r  ki,l,|„.n  " 

(  ".nn.nniiv  .,f  i„t..„.,,  ,„„„„,  ,„„„^,  ,„  ,„,_,,„^,  ^,|_^^^^ 

o  Mm,,.     IIo^.  „,.,,  one  who  ,|„r,.,|  to  sav  what  thrv  „|| 

l.o..Bh  .     Ihoir  f«.,  ,huffl,.,l  i„  ,s..,,,K,rt.     T,,..  „„■,,„, 

fmthful  to  h,s  tn,st.  was  t..,„pt,.,|  to  f,.l|  th.-  ,„„„.  l,„t  !,.. 

thcjRht    the    <.ir<.„n,st„„,.,.s    warru„t..,l    ,„„„.    ,„,,tU, 

DK'thoils. 

'•Whv  an.  yo„  .li.ss„ti.fi..,|.."  1„.  „..„,,,  ,,..,„„,„,^.,, 
" hat  .lo  vo„  su.s,H-,l  ■     An-  you  f.M.I  eno,,^!.  to  i,„„.. 
■no     hat   .vo„   ar.   hoi,,^  ch.-alcl    hy   jn-ople   who  arc 
<hv,(iin>;  thf,r  last  cnist  wiiji  you?" 

••H..W  do  ve  k„ow  Hat?'  I)„so  „irls  _  ,1,.,.  „,, 
<l...k,,.  „„t  Mr,  Pyue  „„  .,.r  .lay.  „,,,.  ,..„•,,  .j,,  .,,„ 
und  he  hui,f,'ry,  tike  us." 

_  ''Vou  u„.„itiKatc.l  ass!"  said  the  .li..„st,.d  offi,.,.r 
Ihore  .s  food  here  for  three  ,H.o[,le.  Thev  l,..,e  f,.,| 
e,ghty-one  of  us  for  two  ,h,ys  „,„]  will  keep  us  ...in- 
several  „,ore  <iay.s.  Can't  you  figure  it  out  ?  Isu't  i,  a 
m.raele?  Here!  Who's  for  guard  and  who  not.'  I.et 
Us  (|uit  fooling." 

And  the  doubters  were  silenee.l  for  the  hour 

The  hymn-singer  endenvore.l  to  raise  a  chorus      II,. 

was  not  greete,l  with  enthusiasn,,   hut  a  few   valiant 

sp-nts  c«n,e  fo  his  a.ssistance.     A  couple  of  hvuu,s  were 

feebly  rendered  —  and  again  —  silence. 

"Say  when."  ob.ser^ed  I'ync  <.ahnly  when  h,  entered 

the-  .serv,ce-roo,n   to  find   Brand   trimming  the  s,,arc 

"  >f'  I  to.iight,"  said  Brand. 
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"  Why  not  ?  Hell  may  break  loose  at  any  moment 
downstairs." 

"  What  has  oceurred  ?  I  heard  something  of  a  dis- 
pute when  the  wateh  mustered  at  eight  o'elock." 

"Things  are  worse  now.  One  of  the  men  found  a 
gallon  of  methylated  spirit  ii.  the  work-shop." 

"  Good  Heavens !     Did  he  drink  any  of  it  ? " 

"  He  and  his  mates  have  emptied  the  tin.  Eight  arc 
helplessly  drunk  —  the  others  quarrelsome.  The  next 
thing  will  be  a  eombined  rush  for  the  store-room." 

"But  why  did  not  the  .second  officer  tell  me.'" 

"He  thought  you  had  trouliles  enough.  If  he  could 
depend  on  the  remainder  of  the  crowd  he  would  rope 
the  sinners.  Says  he  knows  a  slave  knot  that  will 
make  'em  tired." 

Brand's  eyes  glistene<l. 

"  The  fools,"  he  said,  "  and  just  as  the  weather  is 
mending,  too." 

"You  don't  mean  that.'" 

"  Listen." 

He  glanced  up  at  the  glass  dome.  Heavy  drops  were 
pattering  on  it ;  they  looked  like  spray,  but  Pyne  shouted 
gleefully: 

"  Is  it  rain .' " 

"Yes.  I  was  just  going  to  summon  the  watch  to 
help  in  filling  every  ves.sel.  By  spreading  canvas  sheets 
we  can  gather  a  large  supply  if  it  rains  hard.  More- 
over, it  will  beat  the  .sea  down.  Man  alive,  this  may 
mean  salvation.  Tie  those  weaklings  and  summon 
every  sober  man  to  help." 
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llcfore  the  Dawn 
With  a  whoop,  Pyne  xa,vsK , ;  !  [..  ,„ct  Constance  on 
the  stairs,  coming  to  see  li-  r  fatlier  licR  r.  slie  stretched 
her  weary  limbs  on  the  J.a.J  floor  -  •  tlic  kitchen. 
She  never  knew  exactly  ■.rh.il  Ir  k  olacc.  It  might 
have  been  politeness,  but  it  feh  uncommonly  like  a 
squeeze,  and  Pyne's  face  was  extraordinarily  close  to 
hers  as  he  cried: 

"It's    raining.     No   more   canvas  whisky.     Get   a 
hustle  on  with  every  empty  vessel." 

lie  need  not  have  been  in  such  a  whirl,  however. 
When  the  .shower  came  it  did  not  last  vcrv  long,  and 
there  were  many  <lifliculties  in  the  way  <,f  garnering  the 
thrice  blessed  water.  I„  the  first  place,  the  lighthou.se 
was  expressly  designed  to  shoot  off  all  sucli  external 
supplies;  in  the  second,  the  total  quantity  obtained  did 
not  amount  to  more  than  half  a  gallon. 

But  it  did  a  great  deal  of  good  in  other  ways.  It 
brightened  many  faces,  it  caused  the  drunkard.s  to  be 
securely  trussed  like  plucked  fowls  and  dumped  along 
the  walls  of  th.e  entrance  passage,  and  it  gave  Brand 
some  degve  of  hope  that  the  rescue  operations  of  the 
next  day  might  be  more  successful. 

When  the  rain  cleared  off,  the  moon  flickered  in  a 
cloudy  sky.  This  was  a  further  omen  of  I)etter  fortune. 
Perhaps  the  jingling  rhyme  of  Admiral  Fitzroy's  barom- 
eter was  about  to  be  justified: 

"Long  foretold. 
Long  last; 
Short  notice 
Soon  past." 
[209] 


mm^^m^^ 


ii 


m^ 


The  Pillar  of  Light 

And  the  hurricane  liiid  given  but  slight  warning  of  its 
advent. 

"  1  feel  it  in  my  bones  that  we  shall  all  be  as  frisky  as 
Iaml)s  tomorrow."  said  I'yne,  when  he  joined  Brand 
after  the  scurry  caused  by  the  rain  had  passe<l. 

"  We  mu.st  not  be  too  sanguine.  There  is  a  chance, 
now.  I  won't  deny  that,  but  the  .sea  is  Ireacherous." 
"  Tliis  reef  licks  creation.  At  Bar  Harbor,  in  ifainc, 
where  a  mighty  big  .sea  can  kick  up  in  a  very  few  hours, 
I  have  seen  it  go  down  again  like  magic  under  a  change 
of  wind." 

"That  is  quite  reasonable.  Any  ordinary  commo- 
tion has  room  to  spread  itself  in  the  tide-way.  Here 
the  tide  is  broken  up  into  ocean  rivers,  streams  with 
boundaries  as  definite  as  the  Thames  'I  lie  main  Ijody 
sweeps  uj)  into  the  bottle-neck  of  the  Channel.  Another 
tributary  conies  round  the  north  of  the  Scilly  Isles  and 
runs  into  the  tidal  stream  again  exactly  at  this  point. 
The  result  often  is  that  whilst  little  pleasure  boats  can 
safely  run  out  into  the  Bay  from  Penzance  there  is  a 
race  over  the  rock  that  would  break  up  a  stranded 
battle-ship." 

"  Say,  <lo  you  like  this  kind  of  life .' " 
"  I  have  given  my  best  years  to  it." 
Pyne  was  smoking  a  pipe,  one  which  Brand  lent  him. 
The  tobacco  was  a  capital  substitute  for  food,  espe- 
cially as  he  had  establislied  a  private  understanding  with 
Elsie  and  Alamie  that  they  were  to  waylay  him  when 
possible  and  nibble  a  piece  of  biscuit  he  carried  in  his 
pocket. 
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Tliis  arrangement  «as  to  be  kept  a  striet  secret  from 
all,  espeeiallv  from  Miss  Constance  and  Miss  Km\l, 
Whilst  the  little  ones  themselves  <li,|  not  know  that  tlie 
she-dragons  ,»liom  I'yne  feared  so  greatly  ga^e  then, 
surreptitious  doses  from  the  last  tin  of  condensed  milk, 
retained  for  their  exclusive  benefit. 

"Do  j-ou  mind  me  saying  that  you  are  a  good  bit  of 
an  enigma?"  he  hazarded,  between  pufts. 
"It  may  be  so,  but  I  like  the  service." 
"  Just  so.  I  was  never  so  happy  as  when  I  took  a  trip 
as  fourth  engineer  on  a  tramp  in  the  Gulf  of  Florida. 
But  that  di.hrt  signify  being  tied  to  a  long-nosed  oiler 
for  the  remainder  of  my  days." 

"Are  you  a  marine  engineer.'"  inquired  Brand,  with 
some  show  of  interest. 

"I  hold  a  certifieate,  just  for  fun.  I  had  a  mechan- 
ical twist  in  me  and  gave  it  play.  Hut  I  am  an.  idler  bv 
profession." 

The  lighthouse-keeper  laughed,  so  naturally  that  the 
younger  man  was  gratified.  Polite  disbelief  may  be  a 
compliment. 

"An  idler,  eh.'  V„u  do  not  .strike  me  as  properly 
classed."  ' 

"It's  the  fact,  nevertheless.  My  grandfather  was 
pleased  to  invest  a  few  dollars  in  real  estate  on  the  sl,ccp 
farm  wliere  Manhattan  Avenue  now  stands.  My  uncle 
has  half;  my  mother  had  the  other  half." 

"Arc  both  of  your  parents  dead.'" 

"Yes,  years  ago.  Lost  at  .sea.  too,  on  my  father's 
yacht." 
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"What  affrriblf  thiiifr!" 

"  It  must  liave  heeii  soinctliing  liko  tliat.  I  was  only 
sk  years  old  at  tho  time.  My  uncle  lost  his  wife  and 
child,  too,  when  the  Enmcmlda  « cut  down  It  nearly 
killed  him.  I  never  thou;;ht  he  would  marry  again,  but 
I  suppose  lie's  tired  of  being  alone." 

"  Probably.  By  the  way,  now  that  you  mention  it, 
Mrs.  Vansittart  wished  to  see  me  yesterday.  I  could 
not  spare  a  moment  so  I  sent  her  a  civil  message.  She 
told  Con-:tj.-<e  that  she  thought  she  knew  me." 

"Hardly  likely,"  smiled  Pyne,  "if  you  have  passed 
nearly  the  whole  of  your  life  in  lighthouses." 

"  I  did  not  quite  mean  to  convey  that  impression.  I 
knew  a  man  of  her  late  husband's  name,  many  years 
ago." 

"She  is  a  nice  woman  in  some  ways,"  said  Pyne  re- 
flectively .  "  Xot  <|uite  my  sort,  perhaps,  but  a  lady  all 
the  time.  She  is  not  an  American.  Came  to  the  States 
about  'i)0,  I  think,  and  lost  her  hubby  on  a  ranch  in 
California.  Anyhow,  the  old  man  is  dead  stuck  on  her, 
and  they  ought  to  hit  it  off  well  together.  The  Vansit- 
tart you  knew  didn't  hapi)en  to  marry  a  relative  of 
yours  ? " 

"No.     He  was  a  uiere  acquaintance." 
"Odd  thing,"   ruminated   Pyne.     "It   has  just  oc- 
curred to  me  that  .she  resembles  your  daughter,  —  your 
elder  daughter,  —  not  so  much  in  face  iis  in  style.    Same 
sort  of  graceful  figure,  only  a  trifle  smaller." 

"  Such  coincidences  often  happen  m  the  human  fam- 
ily.    For  instance,  you  are  not  wholly  unlike  Enid." 
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flaufr"'"^''"''"  ""'"^  ''^''"''  "^'"' '""  '""  ''"''"  *"  ^'""^ 
"Likeness  is  often  a  matter  of  environment.  Char- 
aoter.st.cs,  mannerisms,  the  suhtle  distinctions  of  elass 
and  soc..al  rank,  soak  i,.  through  the  skin  quite  as  sen- 
sibly as  they  are  conferred  by  heredity.  Take  the 
plough„.an\s  son  and  rear  him  in  a  royal  palace,  turn 
the  mfant  prince  into  a  jx-asant,  and  who  .shall  say, 
when  tlK.y  rea.l.  man's  estate,  'This  is  the  true  King  ' 
\ou  w,I  rcnember  it  was  said  of  the  EmfH^ror  Augus- 
tus: t  rbcm  latcritiam  iavcnit,  marmorcum  reliquU 
He  found  the  city  brick,  he  left  it  n.arble.'     The  san.e 

noble  result  may  he  obtained  in  every  healthy  child 

properly  educated." 
The  college-bred  youth  had  not  entered  into  any 

general  conversation  with  Bran.l  before.     He  had  the 

tact  now  to  conceal  his  astonishment  at  the  manner  of 

ins  friend  s  speech. 

"You  fling  heredity  to  the  winds,  then.'"  he  asked 

moved      "'"  '"  ^''  ^'"'''  "'  ""'  '"'  '"^^  ^■^'^°  '^^P^y 
"Thank  God,  yes!"  he  cried. 

the\tnd'  ^'°'"  ™°"'  '°  "'^'"  *''"'"^''  *''*'  "^'"""'"S  °f 
"  One  of  our  visitors,"  shoute.1  Bra.  ',  "  and  here  we 
are   gossiping  as  though   snugly  seated  in  arm-chairs 
at  tile  lireside." 

lie  hurried  to  the  gallciy,  putting  on  an  oil-skin  coat. 
We  must  win  through,  and  I  guess  I'll  play  ball  with 
my  father-m-law,"  quoth  Pyne  to  himself  as  he  followed 
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This  time  it  w;is  tlio  Faimn  alone,  and  she  si{,'nale(l 
witli  a  lamp  that  it  was  docined  host  fo  defer  active 
operations  until  the  following  afternoon.  Tlie  tide  at 
dawn  would  not  suit. 

She  went  off,  and  the  two  men  returned  to  the  grate- 
ful shelter  of  the  ser\iee-room. 

JJraiuI  forbade  further  talk.  Pyne  must  rest  now  and 
relieve  him  at  three  o'clock.  The  youngster  needed  no 
feather-l)cd:  he  was  asleep  in  amazingly  quick  time. 
There  is  a  supperless  hunger  which  keeps  people  awake 
at  night  with  a  full  larder  in  the  hou.sc.  The  crude 
ar»;  'Ic  differs  from  the  cultured  one  so  greatly  that  the 
man  who  hungers  of  necessity  cannot  sleep  too  much. 

Thus  far,  the  inhabitants  of  the  lighthouse  had  been 
givei-  quite  enough  nutriment  to  maintain  life.  There 
was  IK)  reason  why  any,  even  the  most  delicate,  should 
be  in  real  danger  during  the  next  forty-eight  hours. 
But  scientific  reasoning  and  the  animal  instincts  of  man- 
kind clash  at  times;  in  that  lay  the  danger  whose  sullen 
shadow  was  deepening  the  lines  in  the  corners  of 
Brand's  eyes. 

Every  hour,  the  officer  on  duty  and  some  men  of  the 
watch  visited  him  to  report  that  all  was  well  below. 
Some  of  the  less  drunken  mutineers  were  pitifully  sober 
now:  the  others  were  maudlin.  Beyond  the  few  words 
exchanged  on  this  and  kindred  topics,  he  was  left  alone 
with  his  thoughts  throughout  the  silent  watch.  Pyne 
slept  heavily.  Glancing  at  times  at  the  youngster's 
stalwart  figure  and  firm,  hand.some  face.  Brand  found 
himself  reviewing  the  buried  years.  He  thought  of  the 
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<l:.ys  when  I,o,  t„„,  lo„k<.,l  forth  „„  the  v.orl.l  with  tho 
stiiti  cnthusiusni  of  triiiinphimt  youth. 

Long-forsottcM  ghost,  woro  rrsiirrectcl,  shattered 
ideals  l,uilt  up  afiai,,.  He  won.lered,  if  the  .le.'ades 
rolled  back,  wo.dd  he  deei.l,.,  a  seeond  thne,  to  al.an.lon 
the  tine  career  which  lay  at  his  feet  and  withdraw  his 
Rrief  and  his  taleTits  to  llie  seclusion  of  lonelv  rocks  and 
silent  headlands! 

He  had  l.een  happy,  as  men  count  happiness,  during 
the  decades.     Xo  clon.l  had  arisen  to  mar  the  complete 
cont<.nt  of  his  life.     The  l.lossoming  of  the  girls  into 
dehghtful  womanhoo.1  was  an  increasinR  joy  to  him, 
and   it  was  passing  .strange  that  his  little  househol.l 
should  be  i>lnng,.d  into  a  whirlpool  of  events  in  the  very 
liour  when  their  domesticity  seemed  to  be  most  assured. 
The  changeful  moods  of  the  elements  found  no  counter- 
part ni  his  nature.     He,  knowing  the  .sea,  did  not  e.x,)ect 
It  to  remam  fixed  in  one  aspect.     Whether  in  storm  or 
calm  the  contrary  would  surely  happen  'ere  many  days 
had   passed.     But   life  was   a  different  thing.     How 
came  it  that  at  the  very  clo.se  of  so  many  years  of  asso- 
<iation  with  the  fickle  ocean  she  should  play  such  a  trick 
on  him   and  his  daughters,  enfold  them  with  perils, 
snatch  them  from  the  quiet  pleasures  of  the  life  they  liad 
planned  for  the  future,  and  thrust  upon  them,  even  if 
they  escaped  with  their  lives,  a  publicity  which  he,  at 
any  rate,  abhorred  and  even  dreaded. 

He  harbored  no  delusions  on  this  point.     He  knew 
that  the  drama  of  the  Gulf  Rock  was  now  filling  the 
columns  of  newspapers  all  over  the  world.     He  and  his 
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l>oli>vc(l  girls  would  l)c  written  about,  iliscusscd,  <Ic- 
scribed  in  fulsome  luiiguiige,  pictured  liy  hiaek  and 
white  artists,  and  eulogized  by  wide-awake  editors 
eager  to  make  iiiueh  of  a  topic  dear  to  the  public 
mind. 

On  the  rock  they  were  undoubtedly  in  grave  danger. 
Death  confronted  them  —  death  at  once  extraordinary 
and  ghastly.  No  tyrant  of  the  Middle  Ages,  with  all 
his  paraphernalia  for  wringing  truth  or  lies  out  of 
cringing  wretches,  had  devised  such  a  fate  as  tlireatcne<l 
if  the  inconstant  sea  should  choose  to  render  the  reef 
altogether  unapproadiable  for  many  days.  Yet,  if  help 
came,  he  and  tliose  dear  to  him  were  already  steeped  in 
unavoidable  notoriety,  bringing  in  its  train  certain  vague 
disabilities  which  he  had  striven  to  avoid  for  over 
twenty  years. 

And  all  this  because  one  fierce  gale,  out  of  the  many 
he  had  endured,  sprang  into  being  at  a  moment  when 
his  mates  were  incapacitated  and  his  daughters  hap- 
pened to  pay  him  a  surprise  visit. 

"  It  is  an  insane  freak  of  fortune,"  he  muttered,  "  so 
incomprehensible,  so  utterly  out  of  focus  with  common 
events,  that  if  I  were  a  superstitious  man,  I  should  re- 
gard it  as  betokening  the  approach  of  some  great  epoch 
in  my  life.  Surely,  a  merciful  Providence  would  not 
bring  my  girls  here  to  subject  them  to  the  lingering  tor- 
ture of  hunger  and  thirst.  I  must  not  think  of  it  fur- 
ther.    That  way  lies  madness." 

There  was  at  least  one  other  troubled  soul  on  the  rock 
which  divined  some  sinister  portent  in  the  storm.  Mrs. 
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Vansittarl,  even  at  this  moment,  was  staring  into  tlie 
lilack  void  with  (|ne.stionin(,'  eyes. 

He  resolutely  threw  hack  liis  liead  as  if  he  would  hurl 
into  the  outer  darkness  t  le  ;;!(  berinj;  phantom  which 
whispered  these  words  of  iorel)0<ling.  Although  the 
lamp  needed  no  attentiim  just  tlien,  he  climbed  to  the 
trimming  stage  merely  to  find  relief  in  mechanical  ac- 
tion. He  carefully  examined  the  adjustment,  and,  to 
judge  how  the  weather  was  shaping,  went  out  into  the 
gallery  to  look  at  the  distant  lights. 

The  three  quick  flashes  of  the  Seven  Stones  IJghiship 
were  very  clear.  That  was  a  good  sign.  The  wind 
came  from  that  quarter,  and,  blustering  though  it  was, 
driving  gigantic  waves  before  it  into  the  loud  embrace 
of  the  reef,  it  maintained  the  good  pronii.se  of  tlie  last 
few  hours. 

Seeking  the  comparative  shelter  of  the  east  side,  he 
gazed  .steadily  at  the  Lizard.  Its  two  fi.xed  electric 
beams,  nearly  in  line  with  the  (iulf  Rock,  were  dull  and 
watery.  A  local  squall  of  rain  was  sweeping  down  from 
the  land.  Changeable,  threatening,  unsettled  —  the 
meteorologist  might  apply  any  of  these  terms  to  the 
prevalent  conditions. 

Far  out  in  the  Channel  he  saw  the  twinkling  mast- 
head lights  of  .several  steamers.  Blow  high  or  low, 
mails  must  travel  and  vessels  put  to  .sea.  On  such  a 
night,  at  otlier  times,  he  would  re-enter  tlie  lighthouse 
with  a  clieery  sense  of  it.-,  comfort  and  home-like  aspect. 
Now  he  dreaded  the  brilliant  interior  of  the  service- 
room.  Its  garish  aspect  ill  accorded  with  tlie  patient 
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iiiiscrj',  flio  useless  repininjjs,  tlic  inohriato  stupor  wliuli 
crmielied  l>oiieatli.  If  lie  mid  tliose  e(i.,iinitte(I  tii  liis 
C'liargo  wore  to  lie  saveil,  eitlier  tlie  sea  must  lie  stilled 
or  another  miracle  of  the  loaves  and  fishes  enacted. 

There,  alono  on  the  fiallerv,  amidst  the  din  of  howling 
wind  an<l  ceaseless  plaint  of  the  waves,  he  seemed  to  lie 
apart,  cut  off  from  the  snfferin^js  witliin.  He  lifte<l  his 
eyes  to  the  somlire  arch  <if  the  heavens.  Men  said  tlu' 
age  of  miracles  had  passed.  I'ray  (toil  it  iiiij^ht  not 
be  .so! 

Wien  Brand  went  out,  the  sudden  rush  of  cold  air 
through  the  little  tloor  lead'H}^  to  the  balcony  aroused 
I'yne. 

That  young  gentleman  was  rudely  awakened  from  a 
.seriously  vivid  dream,  lie  fancied  that  Constance  anil 
he  were  clinging  to  the  tail  of  an  enormous  kite,  which 
had  been  made  to  hover  over  the  rock  by  a  green  imp 
seated  in  an  absurdly  small  boat. 

They  were  solemnly  atlvised  by  other  gnomes,  imps 
with  sparkling,  toad-like  eyes,  to  entnist  tliemselves  to 
this  precarious  means  of  escape,  but  the  instant  they 
dropped  off  the  ledge  of  the  gallery  their  weigl.t  caused 
the  kite  to  swoop  downwards.  The  resultant  plunge 
into  the  ocean  and  Constance's  farewell  shriek  were 
nothing  more  terrifying  than  the  chill  blast  and  whistle 
of  the  air  current  admitted  by  Brand.  But  I'yne  did 
not  want  to  go  to  sleep  again.  He  did  not  like  emerald- 
hued  spirits  which  arranged  such  unpleasant  escapades. 

He  straightened  his  stiff  limbs  and  sat  up. 

He  was  about  to  feel  in  a  pocket  for  his  pipe  —  he 
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oxiHTii'iKTcl  IIh-  worst  |miit;s  of  liiiii};ir  after  wiikiiif;  in 
siicli  rasliioii  —  wlicii  he  saw  a  woman's  luad  an<l 
slioiililcrs  onicr);iiifr  onl  of  the  stairway. 

At  first  he  tli(iii);ht  it  was  Constancy,  and  lii-  won- 
ilcrid  wliy  sill-  liad  niufflcil  lu-r  face  in  tlic  (loop  oiillar  of 
n  olouk,  liiit  tlio  visitor  pansod  irrosolutoly  when  lior 
waist  was  on  a  lovol  witli  llii'  floor. 
She  ultorod  a  littlo  f,''"*|'  "'  siirpriso. 
"  Von,  Cliarlio?"  she  oriod.  "I  tliou),'lit  you  slopt  in 
tlio  kitclu'ii ,-" 

'■-No,  Mrs.  Vansittart,"  ho  said.  "I  am  assistant- 
kocpor  and  I  am  liore  most  all  the  time  with  Mr.  lirand. 
Jhit  wliat  in  the  name  of  j^oodne^s — " 

"I  was  restless,"  explaine<l  the  lady  hnrriedly.  "If 
I  remained  another  minute  amonjj  tliose  women  I 
should  have  seroamod  aloud.  How  peaceful  you  are 
liore.     Where  is  Mr.  Brand  ? "' 

"Cfucss  he'.s  gone  outside  to  squint  at  the  weather. 
IJut  oome  right  in.  I  can  offer  you  a  chair.  Mr. 
Krand  wants  to  sec  you,  and  this  is  a  (|uict  time  for  a 
chat." 

"How  does  he  know  me?  What  did  he  .say.'" 
Mrs.  Vansittart  prcs.sed  lier  left  hand  to  her  breast. 
With  the  other  slie  kept  the  high  collar  over  her  mouth 
and  cheeks.  Pyno  could  only  see  her  eyes,  and  the 
alarmed  light  that  leaped  into  them  increased  his  aston- 
ishment at  her  unexpected  presence. 

"It  seems  to  me,"  he  answered,  "that  if  you  just 
walk  up  four  moi,  steps  and  sit  down  you  can  ask  him 
all  tho.se  things  yourself." 
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"  Wrn-  VDII  H|H'iikii|i;  <if  inr  In  liim." 
"  1  iliil  lia|i|H'ii  to  iiu'iitidii  yoii." 
"Ami  111-  naiil  lie  knew  iiiv'f" 

"  No,  ina'aiii.  lie  sniil  nolliiiii,'  iif  tlio  sort.  But,  for 
iiUTcy's  saki-,  wliat  inyslcrv  is  then'  alxmt  iff" 

"MyslcTv!  Xoiic  whatcviT.  1  was  mislakcn.  I 
have  iiovcr  iiii-t  liiiii.  I  caiiic  now  to  explain  tliat  In 
him.     Oh—" 

She    (livoil    .suddenly    as    the   pdlery    door    opned. 
Uran.l  caught  a  fleelinj;  glimpse  of  her  vanishing  form. 
"Who  was  that.'"  he  asked. 

I'yne  had  found  his  |)i|)e  anil  was  filling  it  with 
tohaeco. 

"Mrs.  Vaiisittart,"  he  answered. 
"Paying  her    long-deferred   visit,    I   sup|)ose.      She 
ehose  a  enrioiis  hour." 

"So  1  thought.     Hut  she  just  popped  her  head  in  to 
tell  you  that  she  didn't  know  you  at  all." 
Hrand  smiled. 

"I'oor  lady!"  he  said.     She,  like  the  rest  of  us,  is 
perturbed  ami  uneasy.     I  imagine  she  is  of  a  somewhat 
hysterical  tem[K>rainent." 
"  That's  so,"  agreed  Pyne. 

There  were  puzzling  discrepancies  in  Mrs.  Vansit- 
tart's  explanation  of  her  untimely  appearance.  Evi- 
dently, she  did  not  expect  to  meet  him  there.  She 
thought  she  would  find  the  lighthou.se-keeper  alone. 
The  ready  deduction  presented  il.self  that  when  she  did 
encounter  Brand  she  did  not  wish  any  third  person  to 
be  present  at  the  interview. 
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Tlml  ConstaiMr's  fatlirr  lia.l  no  rails,-  |„  |.M,k  at 
iimllrrs  ill  til,,  sa.ii..  li^-|,t  1,..  was  ,|uit,.  .•.•rtain.     Any- 
['<'«,  it  was  i,.,t  l,is  nirair,  nii<l  1...  ,l,.,lin,.,l  t.)  Ir..iil,l,. 
Ills  li,.a.l  alioiit  Mrs.  Vansittart's  vapiruvs, 

•S<i  llic  vi.iiiiK  pliil,)s„|)lK-r  lit  his  pi|K.  aiitl  ,l,liv(.r,-,l  a 
•lictuiii  oil  the  sex. 

"Soil,,'  woiiu'n,"  1„.  said,  "aro  i„a<l,-  up  of  ronlra- 
<li<ti..ns.  Sl„.  is  one.  I  l,av,.  known  li,r  for  some  time 
«n,l  I  (lioii^^lit  nolhiiiK  ,„,i|,|  ,,l,„ze  lier.  Hut  there 
must  l,e  a  sort  of  s.H-iety  .rust  over  her  emotions,  an<l 
th,-  wr...k  broke  it.  Now.  for  my  part,  I  hk.-  .-.  woman 
witli  a  clear  soul.  ,,,».  in  wliose  vyvs  you  ,„„  ,.„t,.h  the 
ffhnt  of  the  inner  irvslal." 
"'nii-y  are  rare,"  saiil  Hranil. 

■■  I  suppose  so.  Indeed,  it  use.l  to  he  a  mere  ideal  of 
num.,  huilt  up  from  hooks.  Jtut  tlu-y  .'xist,  and  they 
are  worth  looking  for." 

He  waited,  lest  (x"r<han,e  the  otii.-r  man  should  take 
the  cue  •'■.•  ,-ffere,l,  hut  JJran.l,  for  the  twentieth  time. 
'^*'  "•<■  records  of  the  days  which  followed 

'  e<i  by  a  former  keeper.     The  Amer- 

icjii  I  nrs.  (!  Ill's  lip.s. 

'■  He  has  had  a  bad  time  with  a  woman  once  in  his 
life,"  he  mused.  "It  must  have  been  Constance's 
mother,  and  that  is  why  he  doesn't  believe  in  heredity 
Well,  I  guess  he's  right." 

Had  he  .seen  Mrs.  Vansittart  cowering  on  her  knees 
outside  her  bc.lroom  door,  lie  might  have  found  cause 
for  more  <list„rl,ing  reflections.     Slie  was  crying  softly, 
with  her  face  hidden  in  her  liands. 
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"Oh,  I  dare  not,  1  dare  not!"  she  moaned.  "I  am 
the  most  miserable  woman  in  the  world.  It  would  have 
been  better  if  I  had  gone  down  with  the  vessel.  The 
Lord  saved  me  only  to  punish  me.  My  heart  will 
break.     What  shall  I  do .»    Where  shall  T  hide?" 

And  her  sobbing  only  ceased  when  the  noise  of  as- 
cending footsteps  drove  her  into  the  company  of  sor- 
rowful women  who  would  nevei-theless  have  forgotten 
some  of  their  own  woes  did  thry  but  realize  her  greater 
anguish. 


'J* 


[222] 


'    \ 


1 


CHAPTER  XIV 
THE  WAY  THEY  HAVE  IN  THE  NAVY 

"Some  people  are  never  satisfied,"  said  Pyne.  whilst 
he  helped  the  cooks  by  smashing  a  ham  bone  with  a 
hammer.  The  bone  had  been  pieked  dean  of  meat 
and  marrow  on  the  first  day  after  the  wreck,  but  it 
occurred  to  Enid  that  if  it  were  broken  up  and  boiled 
she  might  procure  some  sort  of  nourishment  for  the 
two  children,  who  were  fast  running  down  in  condi- 
tion. 

"What  is  the  matter  now.?"  inquired  Constance 
whose  attentive  eyes  were  hovering  between  the  cooking 
stove  and  a  distilling  kettle. 

All  the  flour  and  biscuits,  with  the  exception  of  two 
tms  reserved  for  extremities,  had  been  used.  She  was 
striving  to  concoct  cakes  of  chocolate  out  of  cocoa,  an 
article  more  plentiful  than  any  other  food  of  its  kind  in 
stock,  but  water  could  not  be  spared,  and  eating  dry 
powder  was  difficult  to  parched  palates. 

"There  are  two  tug-boats,  a  trawler,  and  a  Trinity 
service-boat  not  half  a  mile  away,"  sai.l  Pyne,  "and 
the  chfTs  at  Land's  End  are  peppered  with  people." 
"Surely  that  is  satisfactory.     Dad  told  me  that  the 
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Falcon  signaled  this  morning  he  was  to  ex])cct  a  special 
effort  to  be  made  at  half  tide  on  the  flow,  and  not  on  tlic 
ebb  as  was  arranged  yesterday." 

"  Yes,  that  is  all  right  so  far  as  it  goes."  Pyne  leaned 
forward  with  the  air  of  one  about  to  impart  information 
of  great  value.  "  But  the  extraordinary  thing  is  that 
whilst  every  man  on  board  those  vessels  is  thinking  like 
steam  how  best  to  get  into  tlie  lighthouse,  we  are  most 
desperately  anxious  to  get  out  of  it.  So  you  see,  as  I 
said  before,  some  people  —  " 

"Oh,  dash!"  cried  Enid,  "I've  gone  and  burnt  my 
finger  all  through,  listening  to  your  nonsense." 

"Are  there  really  many  people  on  the  cliffs?"  de- 
manded Constance. 

Pyne  pounded  the  bone  viciously. 

"  I  go  out  of  my  way  to  inform  you  of  a  number  of 
interesting  and  .strictly  accurate  facts,"  he  protested, 
"  and  one  of  you  bums  her  fingers  and  the  other  doubts 
my  word.  Yet,  if  I  called  your  skepticism  unfeeling. 
Miss  Enid  would  be  angry." 

"  I  don't  know  why  kettle  lids  are  so  cantankerous," 
said  Enid.  "They  seem  to  get  hot  long  before  the 
water  does." 

"  The  hottest  part  of  any  boil  is  on  top,"  said  Pyne. 

Enid  smiled  forgiveness.  "  I  believe  you  would  be 
cheerful  if  you  were  going  to  be  electrocuted,"  she  said, 
pensively.  "Yet,  goodness  knows,  it  is  hard  to  keep 
one's  spirits  up  this  morning.  The  sea  is  as  bad  as  ever. 
What  will  become  of  ns  if  wc  get  no  reUef  today?" 

"Mr.  Pyne,"  interrupted  Constance  suddenly,  "do 
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you  think  tliat  any  of  the  men  can  have  gained  access 
to  tile  store-room  durini;  the  night  ?  " 

"I  can't  say  for  sure,"  he  replied.  "What  has  put 
that  into  your  mind  ?  " 

"The  purser  and  I  examined  all  that  was  left  this 
morning,  and  we  both  agreed  that  some  of  the  things 
had  disappeared.     It  is  very  strange." 

Pyne  was  not  wholly  prepared  for  this  mine  being 
sprung  on  him.     Se  he  essayed  to  gain  time. 

"  It  doesn't  appeal  to  me  in  that  light.  There  wa:.  a 
miscalculation  about  the  water.  Why  not  about  the 
food?" 

"  Because  ray  father  went  through  all  the  stores  per- 
sonally and  portioned  them  out.  Some  flour  and 
tmned  meat  have  gone;  I  am  quite  sure  of  it.  The 
question  is  —  who  can  have  taken  them.  The  flour, 
at  least,  must  have  attracted  attention  if  anybody  tried 
to  eat  it." 

"Did  you  say  all  that  to  the  purser.'"  he  asked, 
suspending  his  labors  and  looking  at  her  steadily. 

"No.  We  could  not  remember  exactly  what  pro- 
portion of  the  various  articles  there  ought  to  be  left." 

"  Then  take  my  advice.  Miss  Constance,  and  keep  on 
forgetting,"  he  said. 

A  quick  flush  came  into  her  pale  cheeks. 

"You  are  not  saying  that  without  good  cau.se?"  she 
murmured. 

"  I  have  the  best  of  reasons.  If  the  least  hint  of  such 
a  thing  goes  round  among  the  men  there  will  be  ruc- 
Mons." 
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Constanrc  went  to  the  door  and  closed  it. 

"Enid,"  she  said,  "I  believe  father  and  Mr.  Pyne 
have  got  some  dreadful  plan  in  their  minds  which  they 
dare  not  tell  us  about." 

But  the  American  was  not  to  be  cornered  in  such 
fashion.  lie  opened  tlie  door  again  and  went  out, 
pausing  on  the  tiireshold  to  say: 

"  I  wouldn't  venture  to  guess  what  might  be  troubling 
Mr.  Brand,  but  you  can  take  it  from  me  that  what  he 
say.s,  goes.  Talk  about  grasping  a  nettle  firmly,  I  be- 
lieve your  father  would  grab  a  scorpion  by  the  tail  if  he 
felt  that  iVi  y." 

And  wii'i  this  cryptic  utterance  he  quitted  them,  in- 
tending to  warn  Brand  at  the  first  opportunity  that  tlic 
time  was  at  hand  when  he  must  harden  his  heart  and 
take  the  decisive  step  of  cutting  off  communication 
betw-een  the  service-room  and  the  remainder  of  the 
building. 

This  could  be  done  easily.  The  flanges  of  the  upper- 
most iron  staircase  were  screwed  to  the  floor  above  and 
below.  A  few  minutes'  labor  would  remove  the  screws ; 
the  steps  could  be  lifted  bodily  into  tie  service-room 
and  there  utilized  to  seal  the  well. 

"What  a  howling  menagerie  will  break  loo.se  here 
when  they  find  out,"  thought  Pyne.  "  It's  a  hard  thing 
to  say,  l)ut  we  ought  to  have  the  door  open.  Quite  a 
stack  of  folks  will  need  to  he  pitched  outside." 

A  comforting  reflection  truly,  yet  his  face  bore  no 
token  thereof  as  he  joined  the  lighthouse-keeper  and 
several  of  the  Chinook's  oflicers  and  men  on  the  gallery. 
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The  wiiKl  had  shifted  another  couple  of  points  to  tlic 
north,  and  the  sea,  apart  from  the  reef,  was  runnin;;  in 
a  heavy  unl)roken  swell.  That  was  the  tantalizing 
part  of  it.  Any  ordinary  ship's  boat,  jjroperly  managed, 
could  live  in  perfect  safety  in  the  open. 

I$ut  the  iron-toothed  reef,  with  its  tortuous  channels 
and  battling  currents  changing  with  ever}-  stage  of  the 
tide,  surrounded  the  pillar  with  an  apparently  impass- 
able barrier,  whilst  the  lighthouse  itself  offered  as 
frowning  a  front  as  any  of  the  black  rocks  which  reared 
their  weed-covered  crests  at  low  water. 

Signals  were  being  exchanged  between  the  gallery 
and  the  Trinity  tender.  Brand  seemed  to  be  verj-  em- 
phatic in  his  answers  to  the  comiiiuiiications  made  to 
him  by  Stanhope. 

"  No,  no,"  he  muttered  aloud,  whilst  the  an.\ious  man 
near  him  wondered  why  he  was  so  impatient. 

"  It  is  utterly  impossible ! "  he  said  again.  "  Xo  boat 
can  do  it  —  some  one  should  stop  him.  It  means 
certain  lo.ss  of  life!" 

At  last,  becoming  aware  that  liis  companions  could 
not  understand  what  was  going  on,  he  turned  to  them 
with  passionate  explanation. 

"That  brave  fellow  Stanhope  says  that,  with  two 
others  at  the  oars,  he  intends  to  row  near  enough  to  the 
rock  at  half  flood  to  endeavor  to  spring  onto  the  ladder.  I 
cannot  persuade  him  that  no  man  has  ever  yet  succeeded 
in  such  a  mad  project.  Look  below,  and  see  how  each 
wave  climbs  aroimd  eighteen  or  twenty  feet  of  the  ba.sc. 
The  thing  is  wildly  impracticable.  He  will  be  swept  off 
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and  smashed  to  pieces  before  our  eyes,  even  if  the  hoat 
escapes." 

"  If  the  boat  can  come  near  enou(];h  for  that  purpose, 
couldn't  we  heave  a  line  aboard  her?"  asked  one  of  the 
ship's  officers. 

"We  can  try.  I  shall  signal  them  to  that  effect. 
Anything  is  better  than  to  sanction  an  attempt  which  is 
foredoomed  to  failure,  and  must  result  in  the  death  of 
the  man  who  tries  it." 

Thereupon  more  energetic  flag-waving  took  place. 
Finally  Brand  desisted  in  sheer  exasperation. 

"  I  cannot  convince  him,"  he  cried.  "  He  has  made 
up  his  mind.  May  the  Lord  preserve  him  from  a  peri! 
which  I  consider  to  be  a  mortal  one." 

"  Has  he  put  fonvard  any  theory  ?  "  asked  Pyne.  "  He 
was  doing  a  lot  of  talking." 

"  Yes,"  explained  Brand.  "  He  believes  that  a  strong 
boat,  rowed  to  the  verge  of  the  broken  water,  might 
watch  her  opportunity  and  dart  in  close  to  the  ladder 
on  the  backwash  of  a  big  wave,  allowing  its  succes.sor  to 
lift  her  high  enough  for  an  active  man  to  jump  onto  the 
rungs.  The  rowers  must  pull  for  their  lives  the  instant 
the  wave  breaks  and  leave  him  clinging  to  the  ladder  as 
best  he  can.  There  is  more  chance  of  success  in  that 
way,  he  thinks,  than  in  trying  to  make  fast  a  line  thrown 
by  us,  even  if  it  fell  over  the  boat.  It  is  all  a  question 
of  time,  he  argues,  and  I  have  failed  to  convince  him 
that  not  only  he  but  his  companions  will  be  lost." 

"Is  there  no  chance?"  inquired  the  .second  officer. 

"Look  below,"  repeated  Brand  hopeles.sly,  and  in- 
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deed,  when  tliry  oLeyed  him,  craning  thtir  nceks  ovor 
the  rail  to  examine  tlie  seething  cauldron  from  which 
the  granite  tower  tapered  up  to  them,  no  man  could  say 
that  the  lighthouse  keeper  deplored  Stanhope's  decision 
without  good  reason. 

They  understood  matters  a  little  better,  perhaps, 
when,  one  by  one,  they  re-entered  the  lantern,  the 
Falcon  having  flitted  away  to  make  her  final  prepara- 
tions. Brand  asked  them  not  to  make  known  the 
nature  of  the  pending  undertaking. 

"  If  I  thought  it  would  do  any  good  to  the  suffering 
people  I  would  gladly  see  them  enlivened  by  the  news," 
he  said.  "I  confess,  however,  I  expect  nothing  but 
disastrous  failure  —  and  —  gentlemen  —  Lieutenant 
Stanhope  is  practically  engaged  to  be  married  to  one  of 
my  daughters." 

What  was  to  be  said  ?  They  qviitted  him  in  the  silence 
that  was  the  dominant  note  of  their  lives  just  then. 
Pyne  alone  remained.  He  wondered  why  one  man 
should  be  called  on  to  endure  so  much. 

Though  each  of  those  present  on  the  gallery  was 
loyal  to  Brand's  sorrowful  request,  it  was  impossible  to 
prevent  others  from  seeing  that  something  of  excep- 
tional interest  was  in  progress  afloat  and  on  the  rock. 
Brand  did  not  know  that  the  officials  of  the  Trinity 
Hou.se  had  only  agreed  to  help  Stanhope's  hazardous 
project  under  compulsion.  The  sailor  informed  them 
that  he  was  determined  to  carry  out  his  .scheme,  with  or 
without  their  assistance.  So,  when  the  Falcon,  the 
tender,  and  a  strong  tug  hired  by  Mr.  Traill,  rounded 
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the  distant  Cam  <hi  headland  at  eleven  o'clock,  the 
lighthouse-keeper  felt  that  further  prokst  was  unavail- 
ing. It  behooved  him  to  lake  all  possible  measures  to 
help  the  men  who  were  about  to  dare  so  much  to  help 
him. 

In  the  first  place,  he  caused  a  rope  to  be  swung  from 
the  gallery  to  the  doorway.  If  any  doubt  were  enter- 
tained as  to  the  grave  risk  attending  Stanhope's  enter- 
prise it  was  promptly  dispelled  by  the  extreme  difficulty 
met  with  in  accomplishing  this  comparatively  simple 
task.  Even  a  heavy  piece  of  wood,  slung  to  the  end  of 
the  ninety  odd  feet  of  cord  necessary,  did  not  prevent 
the  wind  from  lashing  the  weighted  end  in  furious 
plunges  seaward.  At  last  a  sailor  caught  the  swinging 
block  with  a  boat-hook.  The  man  would  have  been 
carried  away  by  a  climbing  wave  had  not  his  mates 
perceived  his  danger  a.nd  held  him.  Then  two  life- 
buoys were  attached  to  other  ropes,  in  case  there  might 
be  some  slight  chance  of  using  them.  The  tackle  which 
the  unfortunate  captain  of  the  Chinook  had  cast  adrift 
was  utilized  to  construct  safety  fines  in  the  entrance  way. 
Loops  were  fastened  to  them,  in  which  six  of  the  strong- 
est men  available  were  secured  against  the  chance  of 
being  swept  through  the  door  to  instant  death. 

Meanwhile,  the  three  vessels  had  steamed  clo.se  to  the 
mooring  buoy,  which,  it  will  be  remembered,  lay  in  full 
view  of  the  kitchen  window.  Constance  gave  them  a 
casual  glance.  Being  versed  in  the  ways  of  the  sea,  she 
instantly  discovered  that  some  unusual  event  was  astir. 
She  called  her  sister's  attention  to  the  maneuvers  of 
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the  steamers;  one.  the  Trinity  tender,  lay  broadside  on 
to  the  incoming  tide. 

"They  are  lowering  a  boat,  I  do  declare,"  she  an- 
nounced, after  they  had  watched  the  proceedings  for  a 
httle  while  with  growing  curiosity.  At  the  distance 
nearly  six  hundred  yards,  it  was  difficult  to  discern  ex- 
actly what  was  taking  place. 

"No  boat  can  live  if  it  comes  near  the  rock,"  cried 
Enid.  And  then  a  wild  thought  brought  her  heart  to 
her  mouth. 

_  "  Oh,  Connie ! "  she  cried  in  a  sudden  access  of  terror, 
I  feel  sure  that  Jack  is  doing  something  desperate  to 
save  us.  Dad  knows.  They  all  know,  but  they  would 
not  tell  us.  That  is  why  .Mr.  Pyne  has  not  been  near 
us  for  hours." 

"It  cannot  be.  No  one  would  permit  it.  Father 
would  never  give  his  sanction.  Enid,  my  dear  one.  why 
do  you  say  such  things?  You  frighten  me!" 

But  Constance's  lips  were  bloo<lless,  and  her  eyes 
dilated  with  the  fear  which  she,  too,  would  fain  deny 
They  were  perched  so  high  above  the  sea  that  the 
dancmg  hillocks  of  green  water  could  not  wholly  ob- 
scure the  stoutly  built  craft  which  bobbed  into  startling 
prominence  round  the  stern  of  the  tender. 

"It  is  it  is!"  shrieked  Enid.  "Look,  Conniel 
1  here  is  Jack  kneeling  in  the  bow.  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dearl 
Is  he  mad?  Why  don't  they  stop  him  ?  I  cannot  bear  to 
ook.  Connie,  tell  me -shall  I  see  him  drowned  be- 
fore my  eyes  ?  " 

The  girl  was  distraught,  and  her  sister  was  in  little 
[231] 


The  Pillar  of  Light 
bettor  plight.     Fuwiiiiitod,  .speocliliss,  clintjiiiK  to  each 
otluT  like  imiiic-slricUen   cliildren,   tlicy   followed  the 
leaping  boat  with  the  glassy  stare  of  those  who  gaze, 
open-eyed,  at  remorseless  death. 

They  searce  understood  what  was  toward. 

A.S  the  boat,  a  strong  eraft,  yet  siuh  a  mere  .speck  of 
stanch  life  in  the  tumbling  seas,  was  steadily  impelled 
nearer,  they  saw  the  tug  lurch  ahead  of  the  other  vessels 
until  a  line  was  thrown  and  caught  by  Stanhope,  who 
instantly  fastened  it  round  his  waist.  The  rowers  wore 
cork  jackets,  but  he  was  f-uite  unprotected.  Bare- 
headed, with  his  well-knit  limbs  shielded  only  by  a 
jersey,  loose-fitting  trousers  and  canvas  shoes,  he  had 
declined  to  hamper  his  freedom  of  movement  with  the 
cumbrous  equipment  so  essential  for  anyone  who  might 
be  cast  adrift  in  that  dreadful  sea. 

The  girls,  even  in  their  dumb  agony,  were  dully  con- 
scious of  a  scurry  of  feet  up  and  down  the  .stairs.  What 
did  it  matter  ?  They  paid  heed  to  naught  save  the  ad- 
vancing boat,  now  deep  in  the  trough  of  a  wave,  now 
perched  precariously  on  a  lofty  crest.  Whoever  the 
rowers  were,  they  trusted  wholly  to  the  instructions 
given  by  the  gallant  youth  who  peered  so  boldly  into  the 
wilderness  ahead.  The  flying  foam  and  high-tossed 
spray  gave  to  the  lig'  'house  the  semblance  of  alter- 
nately lifting  and  lowering  its  huge  frame  amidst  the 
furious  torrents  that  encircled  it.  Nerves  of  steel, 
strong  hearts  and  true,  were  needed  by  those  who  would 
voluntarily  enter  that  watery  inferno. 

Yet  the  men  at  the  oars  did  not  falter  nor  turn  their 
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heads.  Tluy  pull,-<|  evenly  and  well,  will,  ll,e  short, 
deep-sunken  stroke  of  tl.e  fisliernmn.  und  Stutdio|H-! 
now  that  they  were  almost  in  the  vortex  where  the 
waves  lost  their  re^'ularity,  produced  a  paddle  where- 
with to  twist  the  boat's  head  to  meet  eaeh  turn  and 
swirl. 

Stealthily  the  powerful  lug-boat  crept  in  the  wake  of 
the  smaller  craft,  until  it  became  clear  to  the  girls' 
strained  vision  that  watchful  helpers,  lashed  in  the 
vessel's  bows,  were  manipulating  another  ro|)e  as  a 
drag,  thus  helping  the  sailors'  efforts  to  prevent  his 
frail  argosy  from  being  swamped  by  a  breaking  sea. 

Then  a  miracle  did  happen,  a  miracle  of  science. 
When  the  boat  was  yet  two  hundred  yards  away. 
Brand,  looking  out  from  the  gallery  in  stony  despair,' 
suddenly  behaved  as  one  pos.sesscd  of  a  fiend. 
"Follow  me!"  he  roared.  "Come,  every  man!" 
He  rushed  into  the  lantern.  As  if  he  wanted  wings 
rather  than  limbs,  he  swung  himself  by  his  lian.ls  to  the 
floor  of  the  service-room. 

Galvanized  into  activity,  tho.se  who  were  with  him  on 
the  ledge  raced  after  him.  They  knew  not  what  had 
happened.  Their  leader  had  spoken,  and  they  obeye.l. 
Down,  down,  they  pelted,  taking  the  steep  stairs  with 
break-neck  speed,  until  they  reached  the  oil-room,  with 
Us  thousands  of  gallons  stored  in  great  tanks. 

Big  empty  tins  stood  there,  awaiting  the  next  visit  of 
the   tender,   and   Brand   wrenched   the    cover  off  the 
nearest  cistern.     He  scooped  up  a  tinful  of  the  oil. 
"Bring  all  you  can  carry,"  he  shouted,  and  was  off 
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nftiiin  with  nn  cnorfty  •''"•  "iis  wonderful  in  a  man  wlio 
Imtl  rnilun-d  IIil-  privuticns  and  hardships  of  so  many 
hours. 

Thpy  underMtood.  Why  tiad  noMc  of  thorn  thought 
of  it  earlier?  In  its  cold  fjrnnite  <lepths  the  lighthouse 
carrie<l  that  which  had  the  power  to  suhdue  the  roaring 
fury  of  the  reef. 

The  first  man  to  reach  the  gallerj-  after  Itraiid  was 
I'yne,  who  chanced  to  he  nearest  to  him  when  th<-  hub- 
bub arose.  He  found  the  other  man  flinging  handfuls 
of  the  oil  as  far  to  windward  as  the  thick  fluid  would 
travel. 

"Quick!"  gasped  Urand.  "Don't  pour  it  out!  It 
must  be  scattered." 

So  the  colza  fell  in  little  patches  of  smooth  tranquillity 
into  the  white  void  beneath,  and,  before  Stanhope  had 
piloted  his  boat  half  the  remaining  ilistance,  the  wave- 
currents  surging  about  the  ro<k  ceased  to  toss  their 
yellow  manes  so  high,  and  the  high-pitched  masses  of 
foam  vanished  completely. 

The  .seamen  stationed  in  the  entrance  were  aston- 
ished by  the  rapidity  of  the  change.  In  less  than  a 
minute  they  found  they  were  no  longer  blindetl  by  the 
spindrift  cast  by  each  upward  rush  right  into  the  in- 
terior of  the  lighthouse.  The  two  nearest  to  the  door 
looked  out  in  wonderment.  What  devilment  was  the 
reef  hatching  now,  that  its  claws  should  rela.\  their 
clutch  on  the  pillar  and  its  icy  spray  be  withheld  ? 

Each  wave,  as  it  struck  to  westward  of  the  column, 
divided  itself  into  two  roaring  streams  wliich  met  ex- 
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artly  whiT<-  llic  irnii  riii,;;s  ran  ,|>mii  Ihc  wiill.  Tlirro 
w».  ,1  „,i^-hly  .lasl,  „r  ,hr  ..|.,,„sii,f-  f„r<rs  an.l  a  fiirihrr 
upward  rearing  .,f  .sliallrr..!  (..rrrnts  hvU.n-  tlie  re- 
uiiitiMi  ,.,as,  f..||  „„„y  ,„  ^,ive  p|„„.  ,„  i,,  ,,„.,,.,,„r 

Full  Uvu\y  h-H  of  ll,e  Kranil.-  la.yi-rs  wore  tlni.s  siih- 
merged  unci  cx(k;«<1  wl.enevir  a  hig  ,oii.lK-r  triivflfd 
sheer  ovt-r  the  reef. 

Hut  these  strai«hl-f<,r«ar.i  attacks  were  spasmodic. 
Often  the  e.i.lies  .reate.l  l.v  Ih..  nuks  came  t.imhiing 
pelhnell  from  the  iiorll,.  Somelime.s  they  wonld  eom- 
bine  witli  the  ineonih.K  ticK',  and  (lien  the  water  sremed 
to  oHng  tenaciously  to  tlie  side  of  the  li^'hthousc  until  it 
rose  to  a  great  l.-ight,  swaniping  the  entrance,  and 
dropping  hack  with  a  tremendous  crash.  There  were 
times  wlien  the  northerly  ally  dis.lained  to  merge  with 
its  rival.  Then  it  leai>ed  into  the  hollow  created  by  the 
ih-ceding  wave,  and  all  about  the  lightlmuse  warred  a 
fevel  whirI[KX)l. 

Stanlio[)c's  plan  was  to  rush  the  boat  in  when  one  of 
these  concparatively  less  dangerous  oi)i.ortunities  of- 
fered. He  would  si.ring  for  the  ladder,  run  up  if  pos- 
Hhle,  but,  if  caught  by  a  vaulting  breaker,  lock  himself 
wth  hands  and  fwt  on  the  iron  rungs  and  endeavor  to 
withstand  the  .stifling  embrace  of  the  oncoming  sea. 
lie  was  sure  he  could  liold  out  against  that  furious  on- 
slaught, once  at  least.  He  was  an  expert  swimmer  and 
<liver,  and  he  believed  that  by  clinging  limpet-like  to 
the  face  of  the  rock,  he  had  the  requisite  strength  of 
Iwngs  and  sinews  to  resist  one  if  not  more  of  those 
V  \tcry  avalanches. 
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The  rope  around  his  waist  was  held  from  the  tug 
The  instant  he  made  his  leap,  the  men  with  him  were 
to  back  water,  the  crew  at  the  drag  to  haul  for  all  they 
were  worth,  and  consequently  pull  the  boat  clear  of  the 
next  wave  'ere  it  broke.  That  is  why  he  selected  a 
handy  craft  in  place  of  the  life-boat  offered  to  him  as 
soon  as  his  resolve  was  whispered  ashore.  It  was  on 
rapidity,  quick  judgment,  the  utilization  of  seconds, 
that  he  depended.  The  unwieldly  bulk  of  the  life-boat 
rot  only  detracted  from  these  all-important  consider- 
ations, but  made  it  more  than  probable  that  she  would 
be  capsized  or  touch  the  reef. 

For  the  same  reason  he  timed  his  approach  on  the 
rising  tide.  He  could  venture  nearer  to  the  lighthouse 
itself,  and  the  boat  could  be  rowed  and  dragged  more 
speedily  into  safety.  With  him,  too,  were  men  who 
knew  every  inch  of  the  Gulf  Rock.  He  knew  he  could 
trust  them  to  the  end. 

Although  he  had  mapped  out  his  programme  to  the 
last  detail.  Brand's  inspiration  in  using  the  oil  created 
a  fresh  and  utterly  unforeseen  set  of  conditions. 

Mountainous  ridges  still  danced  fantastically  up  and 
down  the  smooth  granite  slopes,  but  they  no  longer 
broke,  and  it  is  broken  water,  not  tumultuously  heaving 
seas,  that  an  open  boat  must  fear. 

With  the  intuition  of  a  born  sailor,  ready  to  seize  uiy 
advantage  given  by  human  enemy  or  angry  ocean. 
Stanhope  decided,  in  the  very  jaws  of  opportunity,  to 
abandon  his  original  design  totally,  and  shout  to  the 
men  he  saw  standing  in  the  entrance  to  heave  him  a 
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rope.  He  would  have  preferred  the  danger  of  the  jump. 
He  almost  lonf;cd  to  endure  the  fierce  struggle  which 
must  ensue  before  he  reached  those  waiting  hands.  He 
thought  he  would  have  his  reward  in  the  tense  joy  of  the 
fight,  in  bringing  salvation  to  Enid  and  those  with  her, 
in  seeing  her  sweet  face  again  after  these  days  and 
nights  of  vigil. 

But  the  paramount  need  was  to  succeed.  The  ex- 
traordinary and,  to  him,  quite  inexplicable,  change  in 
conditions  which  he  had  studied  during  tortured  hours 
pa.ssed  on  the  bridge  of  the  Falcon  or  the  Trinity  ten- 
der, made  it  possible  to  ..main  longer  in  the  vicinity  of 
the  roc'k  than  he  had  dared  to  h'-ne.  Therefore  he 
knew  it  was  advisable  to  adopt  the  certain  means  of 
communication  of  the  thrown  rope  in  preference  to  the 
uncertainty  of  his  own  power  to  reach  and  climb  the 
ladder. 

Flinging  out  his  right  arm,  he  motioned  to  the  men 
in  the  lighthouse  to  bo  ready  to  heave  a  coil.  The  wind 
was  the  chief  trouble  now,  but  he  must  chance  that. 

'"Vast  pulling,"  he  yelled  over  his  .shoulder  as  a 
monstrous  wave  pranced  over  the  reef  and  enveloped 
the  column. 

"Ay,  ay,"  sang  out  his  crew. 

Up  went  the  boat  on  the  cre.st  and  a  fearsome  cavern 
spread  before  his  eyes,  revealing  the  .seaweed  that  clung 
to  the  lowest  tier  of  ma.sonry.  In  the  same  instant  he 
caught  a  fleeting  glimpse  of  a  lofty  billow  rearing  back 
from  the  rocks  on  the  north. 

Down  sank  the  boat  until  the  door  of  the  lighthouse 
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seemed  to  be  an  awful  distance  away.  She  rose  again, 
and  Stanhope  stood  upright,  his  knees  wedged  against 
the  wooden  ribs.  One  piercing  glance  in  front  and 
another  to  the  right  showed  that  the  antagonism  of  the 
two  volumes  of  water  gave  the  expected  lull. 
"Pull!" 

The  boat  shot  onward.  Once,  twice,  three  times, 
the  oars  dipped  with  precision.  These  rowers,  who 
went  with  their  backs  turned  to  what  might  be  instant 
death,  were  brave  and  stanch  as  he  who  looked  it  un- 
flinchingly in  the  face. 

"Heave!"  roared  Stanhope  to  the  white-visaged  .sec- 
ond officer  standing  in  the  doonvay  far  above  him. 

The  rope  whirred  through  the  air,  the  boat  rose  still 
higher  to  meet  it,  and  the  coil  struck  Stanhope  in  the 
face,  lashing  him  savagely  in  the  final  spite  of  the 
baffled  gale  which  puny  man  had  conquered. 
Never  was  blow  taken  with  such  Christian  charity. 
Back ! "  he  cried,  and  the  oarsmen,  not  knowing  what 
had  happened,  bent  against  the  tough  blades.  The 
tug's  sailors  at  the  drag,  though  the  engines  grinding  at 
half  speed  were  keeping  Ihem  grandly  against  the  race 
not  more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  yards  in  the  rear, 
failed  for  an  instant  to  understand  what  was  going 
on.  But  their  captain  had  seen  the  cast  and  read  its 
significance. 

"Haul  away ! "  he  bellowed  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  and 
to  cheer  them  on,  added  other  words  which  showed  that 
he  was  no  landsman. 
Stanhope  deftly  knotted  the  lighthouse  line  to  the 
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loop  taken  off  h",  waist.     He  cast  the  joined  cords 
overboard 

"Thank  God!"  he  said,  and  he  looked  up  at  the 
great  pillar  already  growing  less  in  the  distance. 

Now,  from  the  kitchen,  owing  to  its  height  above  sea 
level  and  the  thickness  of  the  wall  pierced  by  the  win- 
dow, as  soon  as  the  boat  came  within  fifty  yards  or  so 
of  the  lighthou.se,  the  girls  could  see  it  no  longer. 

When  it  dropped  out  of  sight  for  the  last  time  Con- 
stance could  not  endure  the  strain.  Though  her  dry 
tongue  clicked  in  her  mouth  she  forced  a  despairing  cry. 

"  Enid,"  she  screamed,  "  lean  out  through  the  win- 
dow.    It  is  your  place." 

"I  cannot!  Indeed,  I  cannot!  He  will  be  killed! 
Oh,  save  hini,  kind  Providence,  and  take  my  life  in  his 
stead!" 

Constance  lifted  the  frenzied  girl  in  her  strong  arms. 
This  was  no  moment  for  puling  fear. 

"  If  I  loved  a  man,"  she  cried,  "  and  he  were  about  to 
die  for  my  sake,  I  should  count  it  a  glory  to  see  him 
die." 

The  brave  words  gave  Enid  some  measure  of  com- 
prehension. Yes,  that  was  it.  She  would  watch  her 
lover  whilst  he  faced  death,  even  though  her  heart 
stopped  beating  when  the  end  came. 

Helped  by  her  sister,  she  opened  the  window  and 
thrust  her  head  out.  To  her  half-dazed  brain  came  the 
consciousness  that  the  sea  had  lost  its  venom.  She  saw 
the  boat  come  on,  pause,  leap  forward,  the  rope  thrown 
and  the  knot  made. 
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As  tlie  boat  retreated  she  eauglit  Stanhope's  joyo-j& 
glance.  He  saw  hor,  and  waved  his  hand.  Something 
he  said  caused  the  two  rowers,  for  the  first  time,  to  give 
one  quick  glance  backward,  for  they  were  now  scudding 
rapidly  away  from  the  danger  zone.  She  Knew  them; 
she  managed  to  send  a  frantic  recognition  of  all  three. 

Then,  in  an  almost  overpowering  reaction,  she  drew 
back  from  the  window  and  tears  of  divine  relief  streamed 
from  her  eyes. 

"Constance,"  she  sobbed,  'lie  has  saved  us!  Look 
out.     You  will  see  him.     I  cannot." 

Yet,  all  tremulous  and  breathless,  she  brushed  away 
the  tears  and  strove  to  distinguish  the  boat  once  more. 
It  appeared,  a  vague  blot  in  the  mist  that  enshrouded 
her. 

"Connie,"  she  .said  again,  "tell  me  that  all  is  well." 
"Yes,  dear.  Indeed,  indeed,  he  is  safe." 
"And  do  you  know  who  came  with  him?  I  saw 
their  faces  — Ben  Pollard  and  Jim  Spence  —  in  the 
Daisy.  Yes,  it  is  true.  And  Jack  planned  it  with 
them.  They  have  escaped;  and  we,  too,  will  be  res- 
cued. It  is  God's  own  doing.  I  could  thank  him  on 
my  knees  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 
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The  twisted  strands  of  tough  hemp  might  have  been 
an  electric  cable  of  utmost  conductivity  if  its  powers 
were  judged  by  results.  When  willing  hands  had  care- 
fully hauled  in  the  rope  until  the  knot  could  be  un- 
fastened, and  the  end  secured  to  the  cord  connecting 
the  gallery  with  the  entrance,  a  man  was  despatched  to 
warn  Brand  that  all  was  in  readiness  for  the  next  step. 

The  rough  sailor  was  the  messenger  of  the  gods  to 
those  who  waited  on  each  storj'.  As  he  ran  upwards, 
climbing  the  steep  stairs  with  the  nimbleness  of  a  mon- 
key, he  bellowed  the  great  news  to  each  crowded  door- 
way. Seeing  the  girls  in  the  kitchen,  though  already 
his  breath  was  .scant,  he  blurted  out: 

"It's  all  right,  ladies!     He's  done  the  trick!" 

On  the  next  landing  pallid  women's  faces  gleamed  at 
him. 

"Rope  aboard!"  he  gasped.  "They're  tyin'  on  legs 
o'  mutton  now." 

Yet  again  he  was  waylaid  on  the  floor  above.  Hard 
pressed  for  wind,  he  wheezed  forth  consolation. 

"Just  goin'  to  haul  the  bottled  beer  aboard,"  he 
grunted. 
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It  would  never  to  <1„  pass  the  hospital  without  a 
word. 

"Bcef-tca  an'  port  wine  swimmin'  here,"  he  panted 
Brand  was  peering  througli  the  lantern  door,  await- 
ing this  unwashed  Mercury,  who  eaught  sight  of  the 
lighthouse-keeper  'ere  his  shaggy  head  had  emerged 
from  the  well.  " 

The  man  stopped,  almost  spent.     He  gave  an  off- 
handed sailor's  .salute. 

"Haul  away,  sir!"  he  yelle.l,  and  his  voiee  eraeked 
with  excitement.     Indeed,  they  who   remained   quite 
coherent  on  the  Gulf  Rock,  on  the  ships,  and  even  on 
the  chffs  nine  miles  away,  were  few  in  number  and  to 
be  pitied  exceedingly.     There  are  times  when  a  man 
must  cheer  and  a  woman's  eyes  glisten  with  joyous 
tears,  else  they  are  flabby  creaturt;,s,  human  jellyfish 
The  steamboats  snorted  with  raucous  siren-blasts,  and 
although  the  hoarse  shouting  of  men  and  the  whistling 
of  steam  were  swept  into  space  by  the  north  wind  in  its 
rage,  those  on  shore  could  read  the  riddle  through  th,  ir 
glasses  of  the  retreating  boat  and  the  white  vapor-puffs 
The  first  to  grasp  Stanhope's  hand  when  he  swung 
himself  onto  the  dec'k  of  the  tender  was  Mr.  Cyrus  J 
Traill. 

"  Well  done.  m>  lad ! "  he  cried,  brokenly.  "  I  thought 
It  was  all  up  with  you.     Did  you  see  her .' " 
"Yes,  but  only  for  a  second." 
"You  thought  it  best  not  to  join  them?" 
"You  know  that  I  would  gladly  go  now  and  attempt 
It.     But  I  dared  not  refuse  the  better  way.     I  can't  tell 
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you  what  happened.  Something  stilled  tlic  sea  like 
magic.     Look  at  it  now." 

Assuredly  the  waves  were  breaking  again  around  the 
pdlar  with  all  their  wonted  ferocity,  l)ut  one  among  the 
Trinity  House  officers  noticed  a  smooth,  oily  patch 
floating  past  the  vessel. 

"By  Jove!"  he  shouted,  "Brand  helped  you  ..t  the 
right  moment.  He  threw  some  gallons  of  colza  over- 
board." 

Traill,  a  bronzed,  spare,  elderly  man,  tall  and  .straight, 
with  eyes  set  deep  beneath  hea\y  eyebrows,  went  to 
Jim  Spence  and  Ben  Pollard  where  they  were  helping 
to  sling  the  Dai.^//  up  to  the  davits. 

"I  said  five  hundred  between  you,"  he  briefly  an- 
nounced. "If  the  rope  holds,  and  the  three  people  I 
am  mterested  in  reach  the  shore  alive,  I  will  make  it 
five  himdred  apiece." 

Ben  Pollard's  mahogany  face  became  several  inches 
wider,  and  remained  so  permanently  his  friends  thought, 
but  Jim  Spence  only  grinned. 

"You  don't  know  the  cap'n,  sir.  He'll  save  every 
mother's  son  -  an'  daughter,  too  -  now  he  has  a  line 
aboard." 

Then  the  e.\-sailor,  chosen  with  Ben  from  among 
dozens  of  volunteers  owing  to  his  close  acquaintance 
with  the  reef,  bethouglit  him. 

"You're  treatin'  Ben  an'  me  magnificent,  sir,"  he 
said,  "  but  the  chief  credit  is  due  to  Mr.  Stanhope.  We 
on'y  obeyed  orders." 

The  millionaire  laughed  like  a  boy. 
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"I  have  not  forgotfen  Mr.  Stanliopo,"  ho  said.  "I 
am  .sure  your  confidoncc  in  Mr.  Brand  will  bp  justified. 
You  watcli  nic  smile  when  I  ante  up  your  .share." 

On  board  the  tug,  and  on  the  gallery  of  the  lighthou.se, 
there  was  no  time  for  talk.  The  ves.sel,  with  the  most 
.skilful  handling,  might  remain  where  she  was  for  about 
four  hours.  She  was  already  more  than  a  hundred 
fathoms  within  the  dangerous  area  marked  by  the  buoy, 
and  there  was  much  to  be  done  in  the  time. 

The  strongest  rope,  the  best  wire  hawser,  has  its 
well-defined  limit  of  strain,  and  the  greater  the  length 
the  greater  the  tension.  From  the  buoy  itself  naught 
save  a  chain  cable  would  hold  in  such  a  sea.  The  tug 
must  operate  from  the  nearer  ba.se.  She  was  pitching 
and  tossing  in  a  manner  calculated  to  daunt  anyone  but 
a  sailor,  and  the  slightest  mistake  made  by  the  skipper, 
the  burly  oil-skinned  man  balancing  himself  on  the 
bridge  with  his  hand  on  the  engine-room  telegraph, 
would  snap  any  line  ever  twisted. 

So,  briefly,  this  was  the  procedure  adopted.  A  stout 
rope  was  bent  onto  that  carried  to  the  rock  by  Stanhope. 
With  this  was  sent  a  whip,  thus  establishing  a  to-ind-fro 
communication.  The  rope  itself,  when  it  had  reached 
the  rock,  was  attached  to  a  buoy  and  anchored.  Thus, 
it  could  be  picked  up  easily  if  the  thin  wire  hawser  ne.\t 
despatched  should  happen  fc  break. 

A  few  words  may  cover  a  vast  amount  of  exertion. 
Before  the  second  line,  with  its  running  gear,   was 
safely  stayed  around  tlie  body  of  the  lantern  —  even  the 
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iron  railing  might  give  way  —a  protious  hour  liad  elapsed, 
and   Stanho[>c   was   impatiently  stamping  about   the 
bridge  of  the  tender,  though  none  knew  better  than  he 
that  not  an  unnecessary  moment  was  Ix^ing  lost. 

At  last  a  signaler  stationed  on  the  lug  was  able  to 
ask: 
"  What  shall  we  sen<l  first  ? " 
And  the  answer  came  back: 
"Water,  milk,  bread." 

All  night  tinsmiths  Jmd  labored  to  enclose  food  and 
clothing  in  water-tight  cylinders  ready  for  transpor 
and  the  shining  packages  now  began  their  voyaging 
from  the  tug's  trawl-beam  to  the  lofty  gallery,  three- 
fourths  of  the  journey  being  through  the  sea.  When 
the  first  consignment  reached  the  rock,  another  lusty 
cheer  boomed  from  the  watching  vessels. 

Stanhope,  at  least,  could  picture  the  scene  in  progress 
behind  the  grim  granite  walls  —  Constance  and  Enid, 
with  others  whom  he  did  not  know,  serving  out  generous 
draughts  to  thirsty  and  famished  women  and  men, 
helping  themselves  last,  and  hardly  able  to  empty  the 
eight-gallon  supply  of  fresh  water  before  they  were 
called  on  to  distribute  a  similar  quantity  of  milk. 

And  then,  the  bread,  the  cooked  meat  all  cut  in 
slices,  the  tinned  soups  and  meat  extracts,  the  wines  — 
for  Traill  had  taken  charge  of  the  catering  and  his 
arrangenii  iits  were  lavish  —  what  a  feast  for  people 
almost  on  the  verge  of  starvation ! 

The  hours  flew  until  the  tug  signaled  that  .she  must 
cast  loose  and  back  away  from  the  reef.     Tlie  tide  was 
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running  westward  now.  Soon  the  danger  would  be 
active,  and  in  ii:iy  case,  tlic  CJulf  Rink  was  saved  from 
the  possibility  of  famine  during  tlic  next  forty-eiglit 
hours.  So  tlie  hawser,  in  its  turn,  was  buoyed,  and 
Brand's  parting  instruction  was  not  to  attempt  to  re- 
open communication  during  tlie  dark  hours  of  the 
morning  fide. 

The  wisdom  of  his  advice  was  manifest.  With  fare- 
well trumpetings  the  ves.sels  .scurried  off  to  Penzance, 
and  the  telegraph-office  was  kept  open  all  night  trans- 
mitting the  word-pictures  of  newspaper  correspondents 
to  thrill  the  world  with  full  descriptions  of  the  way  in 
which  the  Gulf  Rock's  famished  denizens  had  been 
relieved. 

The  two  last  packages  ferried  to  the  lighthou.se  con- 
tained, not  only  warm  woolen  wraps  for  the  women  and 
children,  but  a  big  bundle  of  letters  and  telegrams. 

Pyne  was  the  postman.  There  were  at  least  twenty 
notes  addressed  to  the  girls,  and  several  to  Brand,  from 
friends  ashore. 

Mr.  Traill,  of  course,  wrote  to  his  nephew  and  Mrs. 
Vansittart.  Naturally,  Pyne  carried  his  own  mi,ssive 
to  the  kitchen,  where  he  found  that  Constance  and  Enid 
had  managed  to  wash  in  distilled  water. 

They  were  cutting  sandwiches  and  endeavoring  to 
read  their  letters  at  the  same  instant.  He  bowed  with 
sarcastic  politeness. 

"  I  see  you  are  ready  for  the  party,"  he  said. 

Certainly  he  offered  a  deplorable  contrast  to  them. 
His  face  was  encrusted  with  salt  and  blackened  with 
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dirt  iind  |M~rs|)iruti(iii.  Hi.s  liaiiiLs  wrre  likf  tliiwi-  of  ii 
sweep,  hut  sMieareil  with  oil,  wliicli  shone  on  hi.s  eoiit 
sleeves  up  to  both  elliuws.  His  elothes  were  torn  iiiid 
suile<l,  liis  linen  eoliar  nnil  euffs  limp  iis  rii),'s,  uml  his 
waistcoiit  was  ripjied  open,  liaving  remained  in  that  eon- 
dition  sinceiteaughtina  hloekasheileseeiided  the  mast. 

"Oh,  you  |MH)r  fellow!"  eri-d  Constanre.  "How 
you  must  envy  us.  Here  is  a  kettloful  of  hot  water. 
I  can't  say  nuieh  for  the  towel,  hut  the  soap  is  excellent." 

Refnsliod,  I'yne  opened  his  uncle's  letter.  The  (,'irls 
were  keeping  up  n  running  commentary  of  gossip. 

"Mousie  (Mrs.  Sheppard)  says  she  hasn't  slept  for 
three  nights." 

"Edith  Taylor-Smith  .says  sin-  envies  us." 

"  That  letter  you  arc  reading  now  is  from  Lady  Mar- 
garet.    What  does  she  say?" 

"  She  .sends  all  sorts  of  love,  and  —  that  kind  of 
thing,"  cried  the  blushing  Enid,  who  had  just  learnt 
from  Jack's  mother  that  Stanhope  had  appropriated 
her  as  his  intended  wife  without  ever  a  proposal. 

"Is  that  all  —  in  four  ckxely  written  pages?" 

"  Well  —  she  hopes  soon  to  .see  me  —  to  see  both  of 
us  — " 

Constance  was  too  kindly  to  quiz  her  sister;  maybe 
she  saw  something  in  Enid's  eye  which  threatened 
speedy  retaliation. 

"Here's  a  note  from  the  vicar.  They  have  held  a 
special  service  of  intercession  at  St.  Mary's." 

"And  Hettie  Morris  writes —     Good  gracious,  Mr. 
Pync!     Have  you  had  any  bad  news?" 
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Enid's  wondering  cry  was  evoked  by  the  cxtraordi- 
nnrj-  way  in  whic^h  the  young  Amerioan  wns  looking  at 
hfr.  Some  intensely  exeiting  knowledge  had  mastered 
stoicism.  His  eyes  were  dislon<led,  his  lip.,  quivering. 
He  leaned  with  one  hand  on  the  kitchen  table;  in  the 
other  he  had  clenched  his  uncle's  letter. 

Constance  stood  near  to  him.     That  he,  of  all  the 
men  she  had  ever  met,  should  yield  to  an  overpowering 
emotion,  startled  her  greatly. 
She  caught  his  arm. 

"  Mr.  Pyne,"  she  said  .softly,  "  if  —  it  is  any  ill  tidings 
—  you  have  received  —  we  ore,  indeed,  sorry  for  you." 
He  pulled  him.self  straight,  and  gave  Constonce  such 
a  glance  that  she  hastily  withdrew  her  hand.  It 
.leemed  to  her  that  he  would  cla.sp  her  in  his  arms  forth- 
with without  spoken  word.  Her  action  served  to  steady 
him,  and  he  laughed,  so  softly  and  pleosantly  that  their 
fear  wa.s  banished. 

"Girls,"  he  said  slowly,  "I  have  been  parachuting 
through  .space  for  a  minute  or  .so.  I'm  all  right.  Every- 
body is  all  right.  But  my  he.;d  swims  a  bit.  If  I  come 
back  forgetting  my  name  and  the  place  where  I  last 
resided,  remember  that  once  I  loved  you." 

He  left  them.  He  could  not  trust  himself  to  say 
more. 

"That  letter  was  from  his  uncle,  I  suppose,"  said 
Enid,  awe-stricken. 

**It  mu.st  be  something  very  dramatic  which  would 
make  him  act  so  strangely.     Why  has  he  run  away? 
Was  he  afraid  to  trust  us  with  his  news  ?  " 
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There  was  a  slmrp  velicnionco  In  Constiincc's  voice 
whirh  did  not  csobjw  her  sister's  sliarj)  cnrs. 

"  Connie,"  said  Enid,  quietly,  "  as  sure  as  Jn<  k  lows 
me,  that  man  is  in  love  with  you." 
"Enid—" 

But  the  other  girl  laughed,  with  a  tou'-'.  .  i'  'lor  s,r.\fy 
humor. 

"Why  did  he  look  at  you  in  thai  v  ;i_,  j  ist  nm  .^ 
Didn't  you  think  he  «as  going  to  er  'trace  yoj  ot:  tli„ 
spot?    Confe.ss!" 

"It  wa.s  at  you  he  was  looking." 
"  Not  in  the  way  I  mean.  He  gazed  at  me  !i- !  I  1  v  vro 
a  spirit.  But  when  you  touched  him  he  awoke.  He 
might  have  been  asleep  and  suddenly  seen  you  near  him. 
I  wonder  he  didn't  say, '  Kiss  nic,  dearest,  and  then  I 
will  be  sure  it  is  not  a  dream.' " 

Constance  discovered  that  slie  must  defend  herself. 
"  Mr.  Pyne  hardly  conveyed  such  unutterable  things 
to  me,"  she  .said,  conscious  that  a  clean  face  bctravs  a 
flush  which  smudges  may  hMe.  "  Have  you  had  a  letter 
from  Jack  that  you  can  interpret  other  people's  thoughts 
.so  .sweetly?" 

"  No,  dear.  Jack  has  not  written.  I  have  found  out 
the  cause.  His  mother  expres.scs  the  hope  that  he  will 
be  the  first  to  convey  her  good  wishes.  So  I  think  he 
meant  to  try  and  bring  the  rope  himself.  Dad  kr.ev  it 
and  Mr.  Pyne.     That  is  why  they  did  not  tell  us." 

Constance  gathered  her  letters  into  a  heap.     1   ,; 
tiny  paiig  of  jealousy  which  thrilled  her  had  gone 
"Eighty-one  hungry  mouths  expect  to  be  filled  'o 
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repletion  tonijjlit,"  she  said.  "  \o  more  gossip.  What 
cnrious  creatures  women  are!  Our  own  affairs  are 
sufficiently  engrossing  without  endca\orJng  to  prj-  into 
Mr.  Pyne's." 

"  Connie,  don't  press  your  lips  so  tightly.  You  f.re 
ju.st  dying  to  know  what  upset  him.  But,  mark  n.y 
words,  it  had  nothing  to  do  with  any  other  woman." 

Wherein  Enid  was  completely  mistaken:  she  would 
never  commit  a  greater  error  of  judgment  during  the 
rest  of  her  days. 

When  Pyne  quitted  the  kitchen  his  intent  was  to 
reach  Brand  without  delay.  As  he  pas.sed  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart's  bedroom  he  paused.  Something  had  de- 
lighted him  immeasurably  once  the  first  shock  of  the 
intelligence  had  passed. 

He  seemed  to  be  irresolute  in  liis  mind,  for  he  waited 
some  time  on  the  landing  before  he  knocked  at  the  door 
and  asked  if  Mrs.  Vansittart  would  come  and  speak  to 
him. 

"  Are  you  alone  ?  "  she  demanded,  remaining  invisible. 

"Yes,"  he  said. 

Then  she  appeared,  with  tliat  borrowed  shawl  still 
closely  wrapped  over  head  and  face. 

"  What  is  it  ? "  she  said  wearily. 

"  You  have  had  a  letter  from  my  uncle  ?  " 

"Yes,  a  charming  Ic.ter,  but  I  cannot  understand  it. 
He  says  that  some  very  important  and  amazing  event 
will  detain  him  in  Penzance  after  we  reach  the  place. 
He  poes  on  —  but  I  will  read  it  to  you.  I  am  quite 
bewildered." 
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She  look  a  letter  from  lu-r  pocket  and  searelicd 
through  its  contents  until  she  foiind  a  paragraph.  Slic 
was  al)Out  to  read  it  uloutl  when  someone  eanic  down 
tlie  stairs.  It  was  one  of  the  officers,  yet  Mrs.  Vansit- 
tart  was  so  flurried  tliat  she  dropped  the  sheet  of  paper 
and  bent  to  pick  it  U])  before  Pync  could  intervene. 

"  Oh,  bother ! "  she  cried.  "  I  am  dreadfully  ner\-ous, 
even  now  that  we  are  in  no  further  peril.  This  is  what 
I  wish  you  to  hear." 

And  she  read: 

"Nothing  but  the  most  amazing  and  unlooked-for 
circumstances  would  cause  me  to  ask  you  to  postpone 
the  date  of  our  marriage  for  at  least  a  month  after  you 
reach  shore.  I'his  is  not  the  time,  nor  are  your  present 
surroundings  the  place  for  telling  you  why  I  make  this 
request.  Suflice  it  to  say  that  I  tliink,  indeed,  I  am 
sure,  a  great  happiness  has  come  into  my  life,  a  happi- 
ness which  you,  as  my  wife  soon  to  be,  will  share." 

The  American,  whilst  Mrs.  Vansittart  was  intent  on 
her  excerpts  from  his  uncle's  letter,  studied  all  that  was 
visible  of  her  face.  That  which  he  saw  there  puzzled 
him.  She  had  suffered  no  more  than  others,  so  he 
wondered  why  she  wore  such  an  air  of  settled  melan- 
choly. Throughout  the  lighthouse  gloom  was  dis- 
pelled. The  sick  became  well,  the  lethargic  I)ecanie 
lively.  Even  the  tipplers  of  methylated  spirits,  deadly 
ill  before,  had  worked  like  Trojans  at  the  rope,  as  eager 
to  rehabilitate  their  shattered  character  as  to  land  the 
nmch-neede<l  stores. 

What  trouble  had  befallen  this  woman,  .so  gracious, 
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so  facile,  so  worshipful  in  licr  charm  of  manner  and 
utterance  during  the  years  he  had  Icnown  her,  that  slie 
remained  listless  when  all  about  her  was  life  and  joy- 
ance,  she.  the  cynosure  of  many  eyes  by  her  cstum.s 
and  graceful  carriage,  cowering  from  recognition  ?  Hci-e 
was  a  mystery,  though  she  had  repudiated  tlie  word 
and  a  mystery  which,  thus  far,  defeated  his  sub-con- 
scious efforts  at  solution. 

She  lifted  her  eyes  to  his.  Her  expression  was  for- 
lorn, compeUing  pity  by  its  utter  desolation. 

"What  does  he  mean?"  she  asked  plaintively. 
'•Why  has  he  not  spoken  clearly.?  Can  you  tell  me 
what  it  is,  this  great  happiness,  which  has  entered,  so 
strangely,  into  his  life  and  mine  ?  " 

"I  have  never  met  any  man  who  knew  exactly  what 
he  meant  to  say,  and  e.xactly  how  to  say  it,  better  than 
Cyrus  J.,"  said  Pyne. 

"  But  he  has  written  to  you,  surely.  Does  he  give  no 
hint?" 

"  His  letter  is  a  very  short  one.  To  be  candid,  I  have 
hardly  made  myself  acquainted  with  its  contents  as 
yet." 

"  You  are  fencing  with  me.  You  know,  and  you  will 
not  tell." 

Her  mood  changed  so  rapidly  that  Pyne  was  not 
wholly  prepared  for  the  attack. 

"It  is  a  good  rule,"  he  said,  "never  to  pretend  you 
can  handle  another  man's  affairs  better  than  he  can 
handle  them  himself." 

He  met  her  kindling  glance  tirmly.  The  anger  that 
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scintillated  in  her  eyes  almost  found  utterance.     But 
this  clever  woman  of  the  work!  felt  that  notliing  would 
be  gained,  perhaps  a  great  deal  lost,  by  any  open  display 
of  temper. 

She  laughed  scornfully. 

"Mr.  Traill  is  certainly  the  best  judge  of  those 
worthy  of  his  confidence.  Excuse  me  if  I  spoke  heat- 
edly.    Let  matters  remain  where  they  were." 

"Just  a  word,  Mrs.  Vansittart.     My  uncle  has  writ- 
ten you  fairly  and  .squarely.     lie  has  not  denied  you  his 
confidence.     If  I  understood  you,  he  has  promised  it  to 
the  fullest  extent." 
"Yes,  that  is  true." 

"  Then  w'mt  are  we  f|uarrcliiig  aJxHif  ?  " 
He  laughed  in  his  careless  way,  to  put  her  at  Iht  ease. 
She  frown       n..,litatively,     Sl«.,   who  could  smile  in 
such  a  dazz;,n>r  fashion,  had  lost  f^,  art  of  late. 

"You  are  rij;},!  "  she  said  .slowly  "I  am  ju,s«  a 
hysterical  woma,,.  4«,ting  at  shadows,  making  moun- 
tains out  of  ta<AehilU.     KwgiM-  me." 

.V«  I'yne  w*i,f  on  up  tli«-  *»,«  his  re««-tions  twk  this 
shuftf. 

"The  ,M  man  siiied  a*  telling  her  outriglrf  |  won- 
der why.  He  is  chcxk  fuM  <4  tact,  th.-  „n^^AUM  M 
boy  I  ever  fell  „p  against.  He  tUi„k^  tlier,.  may  have  l.een 
l.ttle  troubles  here,  p^-rhaps     W<*.  I  guess  he's  right," 

In  the  .servi,.e-r<)om  he  found  Brand  cl.aning  a  lan.p 
•■ilmly  and  methodically,  .\11  the  stores  had  been  <ar- 
ned  downstairs,  an.l  the  slore-roon.  key  given  over  to 
tlic  purser. 
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"I  am  glad  you  Imvp  turned  up,"  said  tlir  ligiitliou.se- 
keopcr.  " Oblige  me  by  opening  that  kxkor  and  taking 
back  the  articles  I  [Mirl(«nH  recentlr.  If  the  purser 
asks  for  an  explanation,  tell  him  the  truth,  and  say  I  am 
willing  to  eat  tliis  stuff  now  for  my  sins." 

Pyne  noticed  tha*  Brand's  own  letters  lay  in  a  small 
pile  on  the  writing-<J»-sk.  Witli  two  exceptions,  they 
were  unopened.  A-<  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had  glanced  at 
the  super.serip(irms.  ^w  that  they  were  nearly  all  from 
.strangers,  and  laid  them  as^de  until  night  fell  and  the 
lighting  of  the  lamps  would  give  liim  a  spare  moment. 

"I'll  do  that  with  pica.surc,"  said  the  American,  "  but 
there's  one  thing  I  want  to  discuss  with  you  whilst  there 
is  a  chance  of  being  alone.  My  uncle  says  lie  has  writ- 
ten to  you." 

"  To  me  ': " 

'Yes.  It  deals  with  an  important  matter,  too.  It 
concerns  Enid." 

Mr.  Traill  has  written  to  me  about  Enid .- "  repeated 
Brand,  .stopping  his  industrious  poHshing  to  see  if 
Pyne  were  joking  with  him. 

"That's  .so.  See,  here  is  his  letter.  It  will  tell  its 
own  Ann      fiuess  you'd  better  read  it  right  away." 

The  young  man  picked  up  one  of  the  seale.l  letters  on 
the  table  and  handed  it  to  the  other. 

Setting  aside  a  glass  chimney  and  a  wa.sh-leather, 
Brand  lost  no  time  in  reading  Mr.  Traill's  communica- 
tion. 

Save  that  his  lips  tightened.  anW  his  face  paled 
slightly,  there  was  no  outH.ird  indie.ition  of  the  tumult 
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the  written  words  miist  have  created  in  liis  soul,  for 
tliis  is  what  met  liis  astonished  vision: 


Dear  >f  r.  Brand  —  I  }iope  soon  to  make  your  ac- 
quaintance. It  will  be  nn  honor  to  meet  a  man  who 
has  done  so  much  for  those  near  iiiid  dear  to  me,  l)ut 
there  is  one  reason  w  hy  I  am  anxious  to  grasp  your  hand 
which  is  so  utterly  beyond  yonr  present  kuo\\"lcdf;e  that 
I  deem  it  a  duty  to  tell  you  tJie  facts,  to  prepare  you.  in 
a  word. 

'■  Circumstances  have  thrown  nn  into  the  company 
of  Lieutenant  Stanhope.  W,  lia<l  a  kindred  in.spira- 
ti<m.  He.  I  undersljMiil.  is  in  effei  if  not  in  actual 
recorded  fact,  the  accepted  suitor  oi  your  adopted 
daughter,  known  as  Miss  Knid  'I'revillicm.  I,  altliouj^h 
an  older  man,  can  share  his  fcelinf,'s,  because  I  am  en- 
gaged to  be  married  to  Mrs.  \ansittart,  a  ladv  whom 
you  have,  by  God's  help.  Tewued.  Hence,  Mr.  Stati- 
hope  and  I  have  almost  liveiJ  together,  ashore  and  afloat, 
during  these  troubled  days.  Naturally,  he  spoke  of  the 
girl  he  loves  and  told  me  .someth  ^'  of  her  history.  He 
described  the  brooch  found  on  her  clothing,  and  a  Mr. 
Jones,  retired  from  the  lighthouse  .service,  who  was 
present  when  you  saved  the  <hild  from  speedy  death, 
informs  me  that  her  linen  was  marked  'E.  T.' 

"These  facts,  comljined  with  tlie  d.ite  and  Mr 
Jones's  description  of  the  damaged  boat,  lead  me  to 
believe  that  the  girl  is  my  own  daughter,  Edith  Traill 
whom  you  have  mercifully  preserved  to  glad<ien  the 
eyes  of  a  f.;  '  -r  who  mourned  her  death,  and  the  death 
of  her  mo>'  er,  f^r  nineteen  years. 

"I  can  say  no  nmre  at  present.     I  am  not  making 

mferences  not  justified  in  oth,-r  w.iys.     Nor  am  I  sett  ing 

up  a  father's  claim  to  rob  you  of  the  affections  of  a 

beautiful  and  accomplished  daughter.     I  will  be  con- 
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tont  more  ll.a.i  ™nfi-nt,  if  hIi,.  .nri  Kivr  to  iiic  a  tillie  of 
the  love  she  owes  to  yon,  for,  iii.lee.l,  ii,  Mr,  Sl..nhoi>e, 
and  m  all  others  who  know  you,  you  liave  eloouent 
witnesses.  ' 

"Yours  most  sineerely, 

"Cyhus  J.  TnAiLi,. 

"  P.  S.  Let  me  add,  as  an  afterthought,  that  only 
my  nephew  and  you  have  received  this  information. 
1  he  agonized  suspense  which  the  ladies  must  have  en- 
dured on  the  rock  is  a  trial  more  than  sufficient  to  tax 
their  powers.  If,  as  I  expect,  Mr.  Stanhope  meets  you 
li^t,  he  will  be  guided  wliolly  by  your  advice  as  to 
whether  or  not  the  matter  shall  b-  made  known  to  your 
Knid— to  my  Edith—  before  she  lands." 

Brand  dropped  the  letter  and  placed  his  hands  over 
his  face.  He  yielded  for  an  instant  to  the  stupor  of  the 
intelligence. 

Pyne,  as  Constance  had  done,  came  near  to  him  and 
«aid,  with  an  odd  despondency  in  his  voice: 

"  Say,  you  feel  bad  about  this.  Guess  you'll  hate  our 
family  in  future." 

"Wliy  should  I  hate  anyone  who  brings  rank  and 
fortune  to  one  of  my  little  girls  ?  " 

"Well,"  went  on  Pyne  anxiously,  "she'll  be  Mrs. 
Stanhope,  anyhow,  before  she's  much  older" 

"  That  appears  to  be  settled.  All  things  have  worked 
out  for  the  best.  Most  certainly  your  excellent  uncle 
and  I  shall  not  fall  out  about  Knid.  If  it  comes  to  that, 
we  must  share  her  as  a  datighter." 
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Pyne  brightened  considerably  as  he  learnt  how  Brand 
had  taken  the  blow. 

"Oh,  bully!"  he  cried.  "That's  a  clear  way  out. 
Do  you  know,  I  was  beginning  to  feel  scared.  I  didn't 
count  a  little  bit  on  my  respected  uncle  setting  ud  a 
title  to  Enid!"  K     p  » 
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STEPHEN  BRAND  EXPLAINS 

They  were  interrupted.  Elsie,  with  her  golden  hair 
and  big  blue  eyes,  pink  cheeks  and  parted  lips,  appeared 
on  the  stairs.  All  that  was  visible  was  her  head.  She 
looked  like  one  of  Murillo's  angels. 

"  Plea.se,  can  Mamie  'n'  me  see  the  man  ? "  she  asked, 
a  trifle  awed.  She  did  not  expect  to  encounter  a  stern- 
faced  official  in  uniform. 

"VVliat  man,  dearie?"  he  .said,  and  instantly  the 
child  gained  confidence,  with  that  prompt  abandon- 
ment to  a  favorable  first  impression  which  marks  the 
exceeding  wi,sdom  of  children  and  dogs. 

She  directed  an  encouraging  sotto  nxe  down  the 
stairs : 

"Come  right  'long,  Mamie." 

Then  she  answered,  clasping  the  hand  Pyne  extended 
to  her,  but  eying  Brand  the  while: 

"The  man  who  brought  the  milk." 

Slie  wondered  why  they  laughed,  but  the  lighthouse- 
keeper  caught  her  up  in  his  arms. 

"  He  has  gone  away,  .sweetheart,"  he  said,  "  but  when 
he  comes  in  the  morning  I  sliall  sen<i  for  vou  and  you 
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will  sec  him.  You  iire  tlic  little  girl  who  was  injured, 
eh  ?     Are  you  gelling  better  ? " 

Elsie,  having  seen  Mamie  safely  extracted  from  the 
stair-way,  became  voluble. 

"  My  elbow  is  stiff,  bvit  it  doesn't  hurt.  1  was  fcelin' 
pretty  bad  'fore  the  milk  came,  but  Mamie  'n'  me  had 
a  lovely  lot,  an'  .some  beautiful  jelly.  Fine,  wasu't  it, 
Mamie  ? " 

'"Squizzit!"  agreed  Mamie. 

"  I  think  I'd  like  being  here  if  there  was  more  room," 
said  the  child.  "An'  why  isn't  there  any  washin'? 
Mamie  'n'  me  is  always  bein'  washed  'cept  when  we're 
here." 

"  Surely  you  have  not  kept  your  face  a.s  clean  as  it  is 
now  ever  since  you  left  the  ship  ? " 

"  Oh,  no,"  put  in  Mamie.  "  We've  just  been  rubbed 
with  a  hanky." 

"  And  .sent  out  to  pay  a  call  ?  " 

"Not  'zactly,"  said  truthful  Mamie.  "Mr.  Pyne 
told  us  to  wait  near  the  door  —  " 

"  That's  an  old  story  now,"  intervened  Pyne  quickly. 
"  Climb  up  on  my  shoulder  and  have  a  look  at  the  sea. 
Perhaps  there  may  be  a  ship,  too." 

"  What  did  Mr.  Pyne  tell  you  ? "  whispered  Brand, 
pretending  to  make  a  .secret  of  it  with  Elsie. 

"  There  didn't  seem  to  be  'nuff  to  eat,"  she  explained, 
seriously,  "so  Mr.  Pyne  kep'  a  bit  of  bLscuit  in  his 
pocket,  an'  Mamie  'n'  me  had  a  chew  every  time  we 
saw  hira." 

"  H'm,"  murmured  the  man,  glancing  up  at  his  young 
[  259  1 


III. 

I' 

liii 


The  Pillar  of  Light 
friend  «  he  walked  around  the  lrimmi„K.,,„g,.  with  the 
dehghted  Mamie.     "  I  suppo.«  he  asked  you  not  to  tell 
anybody?" 

"We  wasn't  to  tell  Mi,,,  Constance  or  Miss  Enid. 
An  they  tole  us  we  wasn't  to  tell  him  about  the  sweet 
stuff  they  put  in  our  tea.     That  is  all.     Funny,  isn't 

Brand  knew  that  these  little  ones  were  motherIe.,s. 
H.S  eyes  dimmed  somewhat.  Like  all  self-contained 
men,  he  dete.sted  any  exhibition  of  .wntiment 

"I  say,'- hecried  huskily  to  Pyne,  "you  must  escort 
your  fnends  back  to  their  quarters.  No  more  idling 
please.  °' 

"An-  you  will  really  send  for  us  tomorrow  to  see  the 
milkman?  said  Elsie.  Notwithstanding  his  sudden 
gruffness,  she  was  not  afraid  of  him.  She  looked  long- 
ingly at  the  great  lamp  and  the  twinkling  diamonds  of 
tne  dioptric  lens. 
"Yes.  I  will  not  forget.  Good-by,  now,  dearie." 
The  visit  of  the  children  ha<l  given  him  a  timely  re- 
minder. As  these  two  wore  now  so  had  his  own  loved 
ones  been  m  years  that  might  not  be  recalled 

The  nest  would  soon  be  empty,  the  young  birds 
flown.  He  realized  that  he  would  not  be  many  days 
ashore  before  the  young  Aia.rican  to  whom  he  had 
taken  such  a  liking  would  ^ove  to  him  and  put  forward 
a  more  enduring  claim  to  Constance  than  Mr.  Traill 
made  with  regard  to  Eni.l.  Well,  he  must  resign  him- 
self to  these  things,  though  no  man  ever  lost  two  daugh- 
ters under  stranger  conditions. 
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WJioii   Pyne  rftumc<l.   Brand  wa.^  rtiKly  f„r   liirn. 
The  struggle  wan  thaq),  hut  it  hiid  oiidod. 

"I  would  like  you  to  reaii  your  uncle's  litter,"  lie 
said.  "I  am  rh-ar  in  my  own  mind  as  to  the  riKht 
course  to  lulupt.  If  Mr.  Traill  wishes  to  win  Enid- 
affections  he  will  not  fake  her  by  surprise.  Indwd,  lie 
himself  recognizes  this  element  in  the  situation.  You 
will  not  rush  away  from  Penzance  at  once,  I  take  it  ?" 
"No,  sir,"  said  Pyne,  with  a  delightful  certainty  of 
negation  that  caused  a  smile  to  brighten  his  hearer's 
face. 

"  I  may  not  get  dear  of  the  rock  for  several  days. 
There  is  much  to  place  in  order  here.  When  the  relief 
con  s,  I  must  help  the  men  to  make  things  ship-shape. 
Meanwhile,  Stanhope  —  or  Constance,  whom  you  can 
take  into  your  confidence  —  will  smooth  the  way  —  " 
*'  No,  sir,"  interrupted  Pyne,  even  more  emphatically. 
"AVhen  you  come  to  know  my  uncle  you  will  find  that 
he  plays  the  game  all  the  time.  If  Enid  is  to  he  given 
a  new  parent  the  old  one  will  make  the  gift.  And  that's 
a  fact." 
Brand  waived  the  point. 

"  The  girls  have  plenty  to  endure  here  without  having 
this  surprise  sprung  on  them,"  he  said.  "  I  will  write 
to  Mr.  Traill,  and  leave  events  asliore  in  his  hands." 

So,  for  a  night  and  the  better  part  of  a  day,  the  pillar 
locked  in  its  rcc>e.s.ses  some  new  doubts  and  cogitations. 
As  between  the  two  men  a  stronger  bond  of  sympathy 
was  created.  Pyne,  in  those  restless  hours,  "was  ad- 
mirably tactful.  He  talke.l  a  great  deal  of  his  uncle. 
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Soon,  not  only  Brand,  hut  the  two  f;irls,  sccincd  to  be 
well  ac'<|uainte<l  with  a  man  they  had  never  met. 

With  tlie  morning  tide  the  anarchy  of  the  waves 
ceased.  The  children  were  brought  to  the  lantern  to 
witness  a  more  majestic  sight  than  the  arrival  of  the 
"milkman."  With  the  dawn  the  sun  appeared,  and 
the  sea  seemed  to  sink  into  long- deferred  slumber  under 
his  potency. 

The  flood  tide  of  the  afternoon  brought  the  unfailing 
tug,  towing  the  Penzance  life-boat.  The  crane  was 
swung  out  and  Jack  Stanhope,  as  was  his  right,  was 
first  to  be  hoisted  to  the  entrance  and  to  exchange  a 
hearty  hand  grip  with  Brand. 

Behind  the  lighthouse-keeper  were  ranged  many 
faces,  but  not  that  which  the  sailor  sought. 

"  Where  is  Enid .' "  he  asked,  after  the  first  words  of 
congratulation  were  spoken.     "Have  you  told  her?" 

"  No.  Here  is  Mr.  Pyne.  He  will  take  you  to  the 
girls  and  tell  you  what  we  have  decided." 

The  two  young  men  looked  at  each  other  with  frank 
friendliness. 

"  When  we  have  a  minute  to  spare  you  must  take  me 
to  the  gallery  and  explain  just  how  you  worked  that 
trick,"  said  Stanhope.  "Brand's  .semaphore  was  to 
the  point,  but  it  omitted  details." 

"  That  is  where  I  have  the  pull  of  you,"  responded 
Pyne  with  equal  cordiality.  "  I  don't  require  any  telling 
about  your  work  yesterday." 

"Oh,  people  make  such  a  fuss.     \Miat  is  there  re- 
markable in  guiding  a  boat  through  a  rough  sea  ? " 
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"I  may  be  wrong,  l)Ut  it  Idoks  a  heap  liardir  than 
swarming  up  a  pole." 

In  sucli  wise  did  young  Britain  and  young  America 
pooh-pooh  the  idea  that  they  h  id  done  aught  heroic. 

Indeed,  their  brief  tallc  dealt  ne.xt  with  Enid,  and 
Lieutenant  Stanhope,  R.  N.,  did  not  think  he  wa.s  out- 
raging conventionality  when  he  found  Enid  in  the 
kitchen,  and  took  her  in  hi.s  arms  and  kissed  her. 

Constance  and  Pyne  discovered  that  the  tug  as  seen 
through  the  window  was  a  very  interesting  object. 

"  You  don't  feel  at  all  lonesome  ?  "  he  murmured  to 
her. 
"Not  in  the  least." 

"  It  must  do  a  fellow  a  heap  of  good  to  meet  his  best 
girl  under  such  circumstances." 

"  Mr.  Stanhope  and  my  sister  have  been  the  greatest 
of  friends  for  years." 

"  Is  it  possible  to  catch  up  ?  The  last  few  days  on 
the  rock  ought  to  figure  high  in  averages." 

"  Jack, "  cried  Constance,  finding  this  direct  attack 
somewhat  disconcerting,  "  did  my  father  say  that  any 
arrangijments  were  to  be  made  for  landing  ?  " 

"Yes,  miss,"  interposed  a  sailor  at  the  door.  "The 
skipper's  orders  are:  'Women  an' children  to  muster 
on  the  lower  deck. ' " 

Then  began  a  joyous  yet  strangely  pathetic  proces- 
sion, headed  by  Elsie  and  Mamie,  who  were  carried 
downstairs  by  the  newly  arrived  lighthouse-men.  The 
children  cried  and  refused  to  be  comforted  until  Pyne 
descended  with  them  to  the  life-boat.  The  women  fol- 
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lowed,  in  terrible  pligl't,  notvvilli»t«nclinf;  the  wraps  sent 
them  on  the  previous  day.  Each,  as  tliey  passed  Ste- 
phen Brand,  bade  him  farewell  and  tearfully  asked  the 
Lord  to  bless  him  and  his. 

Among  them  came  Mrs.  %'ansittart.  Iler  features 
were  veiled  more  elosely  than  ever.  Whilst  she  stood 
behind  the  others  in  the  entrance,  her  glance  was  fixed 
immovably  on  Brand's  face.  \o  Sybilline  prophetes.s 
could  have  striven  more  eagerly  to  wre.st  the  secrets  of 
his  soul  from  its  lineaments.  Nevertheless,  when  he 
turned  to  her  with  his  pleasant  smile  and  parting  words 
of  comfort,  she  averted  her  eyes,  uttered  an  incoherent 
phrase  of  thanks  for  his  kindness,  and  .seemed  to  be  un- 
duly terrified  by  the  idea  that  she  nmst  be  swung  into 
the  life-boat  by  the  crane. 

She  held  out  her  hand.     It  was  cold  and  trembling. 

"  Don't  be  afraid,"  he  said  gently,  patting  her  on  the 
shoulder  as  one  might  reassure  a  timid  child.  "Sit 
down  and  hold  the  rope.  The  basket  cannot  possibly 
be  overturned." 

Pyne,  helping  to  unload  the  tremulous  pas.sengirs 
beneath,  noted  the  lady's  attitude,  and  added  a  fresh 
memorandum  to  the  stock  he  had  already  accumulated. 

"  Who  is  that  ? "  asked  Brand  from  the  purser,  who 
stood  beside  him. 

"Mrs.  Vansittart." 

Brand  experienced  a  momentary  surpri.se. 

"She  seemed  to  avoid  me,"  he  thought,  but  the  inci- 
dent did  not  linger  in  his  mind. 

The  life-boat,  rising  and  falling  on  the  strong  and 
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partly  broken  swell,  rcquirctl  the  most  export  manage- 
ment if  the  weary  jx-ople  on  the  roek  were  to  be  taken 
off  in  safety. 

When  Constanee  and  Enid,  followed  by  Stanhope, 
reached  the  boat  after  giving  Brand  a  farewell  hug, 
there  was  no  more  room.  The  crew  pnlled  off  towards 
the  waiting  ves.sel,  and  here  a  specially  prepared  gang- 
way rendered  the  work  of  tran.shipment  easy. 

Mr.  Traill  was  leaning  over  the  bulwark  as  the  life- 
boat ranged  alongside.  He  singled  out  I'yne  at  once, 
and  gave  him  a  cheery  c-y  of  recognition.  .\t  first  he 
coidd  not  distinguish  Mrs.  Vimsittart,  and,  indeed,  it 
must  be  confessed  that  he  was  striving  most  earnestly 
to  descry  one  face  which  had  come  back  to  him  out  of 
the  distant  years. 

When  his  glance  fell  on  Enid,  his  nephew,  who  was 
thinking  how  best  to  act  under  the  circum  ,ces,  was 
assured  that  tlie  father  saw  in  the  girl  the  living  embodi- 
ment of  her  mother. 

He  tliought  it  would  be  so.  His  own  recollection  of 
his  Bunt's  portraits  had  already  helped  him  lo  this  con- 
cli  ,  and  how  much  more  startling  must  a  flesh  .ond 
bloo..  creation  be  than  the  effort  of  an  artist  to  plact  on 
canvas  the  fugitive  expression  which  constitutes  the 
greatest  charm  of  a  mobile  countenance. 

Enid,  having  heard  so  much  about  Mr.  Pyne's  uncle, 
was  innocently  curious  to  meet  him.  At  first  she  was 
vaguely  bewildered.  The  sunken  eyes  were  fixed  on 
liers  with  an  intensity  that  gave  her  a  momentary  sen.se 
of  embarrassment.  Luckily  the  exigencies  of  the  hour 
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ofTiTod  slight  scdjic  to  amotion.  All  tliinps  were  iinro.nl, 
out  of  dniwin;,'  with  |)riviims  cvpi'iirnccs  of  Iut  well- 
ordered  life.  Tlie  irret;iiliir  sv.iiyiiif;  of  the  hout  and 
the  tug  seemed  to  ty|)iry  the  new  jihiiNe. 

Pyne  .swung  himself  to  the  steamer's  deck  before  the 
ganJ^^vay  was  made  fast,  'hereby  provoking  a  loud  out- 
cry from  the  de.serted  ehiidrcn. 

Gra.sping  his  uncle's  liand  he  said: 
"  Wait  until  you  reail  Brand's  letter.     No  one  else 
knows." 

So,  Mr.  Traill,  with  fine  self-control,  greeted  Mrs. 
Vansittart  affectionately,  and  handed  her  over  to  a 
stewardess,  who  took  her  to  a  cabin  specially  prepared 
for  her.  Her  low-spoken  words  were  not  quite  what 
he  expected. 

"Don't  kiss  me,"  .she  murmured,  "and  please  don't 

look  at  me.     In  my  present  condition  1  can  lot  bear  it." 

Relati"es  of  tlie  shipwrecked  passengers  and  crew, 

many  of  whom  were  waiting  in  Penzance,  wei"  not 

allowed  on  board.     This  arrangement  was  made  by 

Mr.  Traill  after  con.'^ulting  a  local  committee  organized 

•  he'o  the  unfortunates  who  needed  help  so  greatly. 

■.liiraou..  opinion  was  expressed  that  a  few  lady 

=rs  of  the  committee,  supplied  with  an  abundance 

ing,   etc.,   would   afford   prompt   relief  to   the 

whilst  the  painful  scenes  which  must  follow 

ig  of  survivors  with  their  friends  would  cause 

confusion  and  dcLiy  on  the  vessel. 

Pyne,  watching  all  things,  saw  that  Mrs.  Vansittart 
did  not  meet  his  uncle  with  the  eagerness  of  a  woman 
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rostor...!    t.,   tl„.   anns  „f  ll„.   „„„,   ,],,.  „,„  „,,„„^   ^^ 
marry. 

She  was  .listraii-M,  «l„„r  i„  l,er  .iianmr,  apparently 
.Mt.T<.sti.,l  only  i„  his  eaRci-  assurance  tJiat  sl,e  w.nild 
find  an  assortment  of  new  fjarnients  in  tlie  eal.in. 

Tlie  millionaire  himself  was  too  flustered  to  draw  niee 
distinctions  l.etween  tlic  few  words  she  spok..  and  what 
he  expected  her  to  .say.  WIum,  slic  ,,uitted  hin.  he 
walked  towards  the  group  of  yo„„f,  p„,,,U..  They  were 
lauglungly  e.xcliaugins  >if«s  an.l  bant,.,  as  if  all  that 
ha<l  gone  before  were  the  events  of  a  lively  picnic.  At 
last,  he  met  Kuiil. 

Pync  introduced  liis  uncle,  and  it  was  a  trying  ex- 
perience for  tliis  man  to  sta„<l  face  to  face  with  his 
daughter.  In  each  quick  flash  of  her  delighted  eyes 
m  everj'  tone  of  lier  sweet  voice,  in  cvcrv  winsome  smile 
and  graceful  gesture,  he  caught  and  vivifid  long-dor- 
mant memories  of  his  greatly  lo,ed  wife  of  nineteen 
years  ago. 

Somehon-  he  was  glad  ^[rs.  Vansittart  had  not  lin- 
gered by  his  side.  TJie  discovery  of  Enid's  identity  in- 
volved considerations  so  eomi>lex  and  utterly  unforeseen 
that  he  needed  time  and  anxious  thought  to  arrange  his 
plans  for  the  future. 

The  animate<i  bustle  ,„  deck  prevented  anything  in 
the  nature  of  .sustained  conversation.  Luckily,  Mr. 
Traill  himself,  whose  open-handed  generosity  had  made 
matters  easy  for  tlie  reception  committee,  was  in  con- 
stant demand. 

Mrs.  Sheppard  had  sent  a  portmanteau  for  Constance 
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and  Enid,  so  they,  too,  soon  scurried  below  with  llic 
others. 

Tlie  life-boat  ref\iriic<l  to  tlic  roek,  wliore  tlic  foiir 
lightlioiisc  men  sent  to  reheve  Brand  were  now  Iielpinj; 
the  sailors  to  carry  the  injured  men  downstairs  and 
assisting  the  sicii  to  reach  the  entrance. 

As  soon  as  this  second  batch  was  transferred  to  the 
tug,  the  vessel  started  for  Penzance;  the  Trinity  tender 
would  land  the  others. 

There  was  a  scene  of  intense  entliusiasm  when  the 
steamt.-  reached  the  dock.  The  vociferous  cheering  of 
the  townspeople  smothered  the  deep  agony  of  some  who 
waited  there,  knowing  all  too  well  they  would  search  in 
vain  for  their  loved  ones  among  these  whom  death  had 
spared. 

The  two  girls  modestly  escaped  at  the  earliest  mo- 
ment from  the  shed  used  as  a  reception-room.  All  the 
inhabitants  knew  them  personally  or  by  sight;  they  at- 
tracted sucli  attention  that  they  gladly  relinquished  to 
other  hands  any  further  charge  of  the  shipwrecked 
people.  So,  after  a  few  words  of  farewell  for  the  hour, 
Stanhope  piloted  them  to  a  waiting  carriage  and  drove 
away  with  them. 

Mrs.  Vansittart  did  not  emerge  from  her  cabin  until 
the  deck  was  deserted.  She  found  IMr.  Traill  looking 
for  her.  In  a  neat  black  dress  and  feather  hat  she  was 
rehabilitated. 

"Why  didn't  you  show  up  earlier?"  he  asked  ii 

good-humored   surprise.     "The   breeze   on   deck  was 

first-rate.     It  brought  the  color  into  many  a  pale  cheek. 
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And  fhc  way  in  wlii,.!,  tl>o  crow.l  l,.t  itsrlf  go  was  splen- 
dul.     Look  at  those  waitir.K  Hionsands  -  ,,niv,.rinL'  yet 
with  excitement!" 

"  I  am  worn  ont."  she  said  quietly;  "  take  me  to  your 
hotel.     You  have  enga^r,.d  rooms  there  I  suppose  - " 

"Of  course." 

"  When  do  you  purpose  leaving  Penzance  ?  " 

"  Well  —  er  —  tiiat  is  part  of  the  explanation  I  prom- 
ised you." 

"We  can  talk  matters  over  in  the  hotel.  Wliere  is 
your  nephew  ?  " 

For  the  first  time  he  marked  her  air  of  constraint. 
"Believe  me,  Etta,"  he  said  hurriedly,  "that  what  I 
have  to  tell  you  will  come  as  a  great  surprise,  Imt  it 
should  he  a  very  pleasant  one." 

"Anything  that  gratifies  you  will  be  welcomed  by 
me."  she  said  simply.  "You  have  not  said  where 
Charlie  is." 

"Hiding  in  that  .shed.  He  refused  Mr.  Stanhope's 
offer  of  a  rig-out  on  boar.l.  In  his  present  disguise  he 
passes  as  a  stoker,  and  everybody  wants  to  see  the  man 
who  saved  all  of  you." 

"Have  you  a  closed  carriage  here'" 

"Yes." 

"Let  us  go.     Ch.irlie  can  conic  with  us." 

Again  he  was  conscious  of  a  liarrier  lietwccn  tliem, 
but  he  attributed  her  mood  to  the  strain  she  had  under- 
gone. 

In  the  shed  they  found   Pyne;  with  him  were  the 
orphaned  children ;  there  was  none  to  meet  them.     Kind 
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offers  were  mndc  to  care  for  tlicm  until  their  relations 
sliould  \k  forthcoming,  but  Jie  man  to  whom  they 
clung  would  not  listen  to  any  such  pro|M)sal. 

"I  guess  they're  happy  with  me,"  he  said.  "I  will 
s?c  them  through  tlieir  |)resent  troulile." 

Childlike,  they  had  eye-  and  ears  only  for  the  preva- 
lent excitement.     At  last  Elsie  asked  him: 

"Where's  mamma?  You  said  she  was  sick.  But 
the  men  haven't  carried  her  off  the  ship,  an'  she  wasn't 
in  the  boat." 

"Don't  you  worry,  Elsie,"  he  .said.  "I'm  going  to 
take  you  to  a  big  house  where  you  will  find  everything 
fixed  just  right." 

His  uncle  and  Mrs.  A'ansittart  approached.  The 
lai"'-''3  face  was  no  longer  hidden. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  those  children  ? " 
she  inquired. 

"There's  none  here  to  cldim  them,"  he  said.  "I 
can't  let  them  leave  me  in  that  haphazard  way." 

"  IaA  me  help  you.     It  is  a  woman's  privilege." 

She  stooped  towards  the  tiny  mites. 

"  You  dear  little  babes,"  she  said  softly,  "  I  can  take 
mother's  place  for  a  time." 

They  knew  her  quite  well,  of  course,  and  she  seemed 
to  be  so  much  kinder  and  nicer  now  in  her  smart  clothes 
than  she  was  in  the  crowded  disorder  of  the  bedroom. 

Mamie  looked  at  Elsie,  and  the  .self-reliant  Elsie  said 
valiantly : 

"  Mamie  'n'  rae  '11  be  glad,  if  Mr.  Pyne  comes  too." 

Mr.  Traill,  who  h-id  never  before  swn  tears  in  Mrs. 
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Vnnsitlart's  ryt-s,  found  a  reiuly  I'xcnso  for  lirr  woiimiily 
sympatlij 

"  It  si-cms  fo  mc,"  lie  snid  ffcnialK,  "  nc  nrc  nil  of  one 
niinil.  Comt  this  wnv,  Kttii.  And  mind  you  stick 
cliisi"  to  us,  Cliarlie,  or  tlic  liall  porter  will  throw 
you  out  if  you  iiltouipl  to  enter  the  hotel  in  Ihut 
eostunie." 

lie  rattled  on  eheerfully,  tolling  them  how  clothiers 
nnd  milliners,  and  all  the  store-keepers  in  the  town  if 
they  were  needed,  would  wait  in  them  at  the  hotel. 

"In  a  couple  of  hours,"  he  said,  "vom  holh  can  ob- 
tain sufficient  things  to  render  you  presentable  for  a  day 
or  two.  Don't  forget  we  dine  at  eight.  We  ought  to 
be  a  jolly  party.  I  have  asked  Stanhope  and  his  mother 
and  these  two  girls  to  join  us." 

"Oh,"  cried  Mrs.  Vansittart  faintly,  "you  mu.st  ex- 
cuse me.     I  — " 

"  Now,  Etta,  my  dear,  you  will  not  desert  us  tonight. 
Wiy,  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  the  oidy  way  in  which  we 
could  all  come  together  at  once.  1  ii  only  too  .sorry 
that  Mr.  Hrand  cannot  be  present.  Suri'ly  he  might 
have  been  spared  from  further  duty  at  the  lighthouse 
after  what  he  has  endured." 

"They  offered  to  relieve  him  at  once,  but  he  de- 
clined," said  Pyne. 

lie  looked  out  of  the  -.vinih.  of  the  carriage  in  which 
they  were  driving  to  tlio  liofel.  Constance  liad  told  him 
of  the  dinner  arrangenunt,  but  he  wished  to  ascertain 
if  the  definite  absence  of  the  lighthouse-keeper  would 
tend  to  reassure  Mrs.  Vansittart. 
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lie  was  nut  iiiHtiikcii.  She  diil  not  reply  ul  oiiic. 
When  she  s|H)ke  it  wns  with  n  si>;li  of  n>lief. 

"  I  will  not  Im-  verj'  eiilortainin);,  I  fear,  l>ii(  the  vounjj 
people  will  have  plenty  to  lell  you." 

"  For  RcMxlness  sake,  Etta,  ilon't  elasn  yourself  nniong 
the  old  fogies,"  cried  Mr.  Traill.  "  Look  at  rne,  fifty- 
five  a'.d  lively  us  a  grasshop]M'r." 

"i'lea,se,  is  Mamie  'n'  ine  'vited,  too  r"  whispered 
Elsie  to  I'yne. 

"  You  two  ehieks  will  he  cnrled  tip  nnionR  the  feathers 
at  eif^ht  o'lltHk,"  he  fold  her.  "Don't  you  go  and 
worry  'hou'  any  dinner-parties.  The  sooner  you  go 
to  sleep,  Ih'  (piieker  you'll  wake  up  in  the  morning, 
and  then  we're  going  out  to  hunt  —  for  what,  do  you 
think?" 

"  Candies,"  said  Mamie. 

"Toys,"  cried  Elsie,  going  one  hettor. 

"We're  just  going  to  find  two  of  the  loveliest  and 
frilliest  and  pinkicst-cheeked  dolls  you  ever  saw.  They'll 
have  blue  eyes  as  big  as  yours,  Eisie,  and  their  lips  will 
be  as  red  and  round  as  yours,  Mamie.  They'll  talk  and 
say  —  and  say  all  sorts  of  things  when  you  pinch  their 
little  waists.  So  you  two  hurry  up  after  you've  had 
your  supper,  suy  your  prayers  and  close  your  eyes,  and 
when  you  open  them  you'll  be  able  to  yell  for  me  to 
find  that  doll  ilore  mighty  sharp." 

"Say,  Charlie,"  cried  his  uncle,  "I  never  heard  yo  i 
reel  off  a  screw  like  that  before.     Now,  if  I  didn't  know 
you  were  a  confirmed  yoimg  bachelor,  I  would  begin  to 
have  suspicions.     Anyhow,  here's  the  hotel." 
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Two  hours  liittT,  wlicii  uncle  iiikI  tu-plicw  mo.  n  the 
private  .HittiuK-rDDin  wlirn-  liusy  wiiitors  wen-  uinkitiK 
prcpiirutioiH  for  (liiHirr.  'rriiill  drew  the  younjrcr  nuin 
to  IIm-  priviKV  of  11  window  n'coss. 

"  Charlie,"  he  confided,  "  affairs  are  in  u  tangle.  Do 
you  realize  that  my  nnirriage  was  fixed  for  today?" 

"That's  so,"  was  the  laconji   answer. 

"Of  course  the  weddinf?  wa,  |ii)stiH)ne<l  hy  fate,  and, 
to  add  to  my  perplexities,  there  is  a  new  attilu<lo  on 
Mrs.  Vansittarl's  part.  It  puzzles  me.  We  have  hoen 
friends  for  some  years,  as  you  know .  It  scomeil  to  he  ii 
perfectly  natural  outcome  of  our  mutual  lik'  ;  for  eoc^h 
other  that  we  should  af;ree  to  pass  our  de  .  '-nft  years 
together.  She  is  a  very  beautiful  and  accomplished 
woman,  hut  .she  mak -s  no  se<Tet  of  lier  age,  and  the 
match  was  a  suitable  one  in  every  respect." 

"You  can  see  as  far  through  a  stone  wall  a.s  most 
people." 

Pyne  knew  that  his  uncle's  sharp  eye.s  were  regarding 
him  steadily,  hut  he  continued  to  gjize  into  tlie  street. 

There  was  a  moment's  hesitation  before  Mr.  Traill 
growled : 

"You  young  dog,  you  have  .seen  it  too.  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart  avoids  me.  Something  has  happened.  She  has 
changed  her  mind.  Do  you  think  ahc  has  heard  about 
Edith?" 

"Edith!  Oh,  of  course  —  Enid  must  be  christened 
afr.sh.  No;  that  isn't  it.  It  would  not  be  fair  to 
you  to  say  that  I  think  you  arc  mistaken.  But,  from 
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what  I  know  of  the  lady,  I  fed  sure  she  will  meet  you 
fairly  when  the  time  comes." 
"Ah,  you  agree  with  nie,  then?" 
"In  admitting  a  doubt  —  in  advising  the  delay  you 
have  already  suggested  —  yes." 

"  She  told  you  what  I  had  written  ?  " 
"More  than  that,  she  asked  me  if  I  was  aware  of  its 
explanation." 
"  And  you  said  ?  " 

"  Exactly  what  I  said  to  you.  You  are  both  sensible 
people.  I  can  hardly  imagine  that  any  misundcrstand- 
mg  can  exist  after  an  hour's  talk." 

Mr.  Traill  looked  at  his  watch.  A  carriage  stopped 
at  the  hotel.  ^ 

"Here's  Stanhope,  and  his  mother,"  cried  Pyne;  so 
his  uncle  hurried  off  to  receive  his  guests. 

Lady  Margaret  was  a  well-preserved  woman  of  aris- 
tocratic pose.  But  her  serenity  was  disturbed.  Al- 
though the  land  was  ringing  with  the  fame  of  her  son's 
exploit,  and  her  mother's  heart  was  throbbing  with 
pride,  there  had  been  tearful  hours  of  vigil  for  her. 
Not  without  a  struggle  had  she  abandoned  her  hope 
that  he  would  make  a  well-endowed  match. 

When  Constance  and  Enid  arrived  she  was  very 

stately  and  dignified,  scnitinizing,  with  all  a  mother's 

incredulity,  the  girl  who  had  caused  her  to  capitulate 

But  Enid  scored  a  prompt  success.     She  swept  aside 

the   almost    unconscious   reserve   with    which   Jack's 

mother  greeted  her. 

"You  knew,"  she  murmured  wistfully.     "We  did 
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not.     Thoy  would  not  tell  i.s.     How  you  must  have 
suffered  until  the  news  eanie  that  he  had  escaped." 

Lady  xMargaret  drew  the  timid  girl  nearer  and  kissed 
her. 

"My  dear."  she  whi.spered,  "I  am  beginning  to  un- 
derstand why  Jack  loves  you.  He  is  my  only  son,  but 
you  are  worthy  of  him." 

Mrs.  Vansittart's  appearance  created  a  timely  diver- 
sion. She  had  obtained  a  black  lace  dress.  It  ac- 
centuated the  settled  pallor  of  her  face,  but  .she  was 
perfectly  .self-possessed,  and  uttered  a  nice  womanly 
compliment  to  the  two  girls,  who  wore  white  demi- 
toilette  costumes. 

"You  look  delightful,"  she  said.  "When  all  is  said 
and  done,  we  women  should  never  despise  our  ward- 
robe. That  mar\'elous  lighthouse  had  one  grave  de- 
fect in  my  eyes.  It  was  dreadfully  callous  to  feminine 
requirements." 

Here  was  a  woman  rejuvenated,  restored  to  her  nat- 
ural surroundinp..  They  accounted  for  the  subtle 
change  in  her  by  the  fact  that  they  had  seen  her  hitherto 
under  unfavorable  conditions.  Even  Pyne,  not  wholly 
pleased  with  her  in  the  past,  found  his  critical  judgment 
yielding  when  .she  apologized  sweetly  to  Lady  Margaret 
for  her  tardiness. 

"There  were  two  children   saved  from  the  wreck. 
Poor  little  mites,  how  they  revelled  in  a  hot  bath'    I 
could  not  leave  them  until  they  were  asleep." 
"I  needed  two  hot  baths,"  said  Pyne.     "No   1  dug 
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me  out  of  the  shell,  and  No.  2  helped  me  to  recognize 
myself." 

During  dinner  there  was  much  to  tell  and  to  hear. 
Mrs.  Vansittart  said  little,  save  to  interpose  a  word  now 
and  then  when  Constance  or  Enid  would  have  skimmed 
too  lightly  the  record  of  their  own  ser\iccs. 

They  did  not  hurry  over  the  meal.  All  were  in  the 
best  possible  spirits,  and  the  miseries  of  the  Gulf  Rock 
might  never  have  existed  for  this  lively  company  were 
it  not  that  four  among  them  bore  clear  tokens  of  the 
deprivations!  they  had  endured. 

A  waiter  interrupted  their  joyous  chatter  at  its  high- 
est. He  bent  over  Mr.  Traill  and  discreetly  conveyed 
some  communication. 

"I  am  delighted,"  cried  the  millionaire  heartily. 
"Show  him  in  at  once." 

He  rose  from  his  chair  to  do  honor  to  an  unexpected 
guest. 

"You  will  all  be  pleased  to  hear,"  he  explained, 
"that  Mr.  Brand  is  ashore,  and  has  come  to  see  us." 

Mrs.  Vansittart  stifled  the  cry  on  her  lips.  The 
slight  color  which  had  crept  into  her  pale  cheeks 
yielded  to  a  deathly  hue.  It  chanced  that  the  others 
were  looking  expectantly  towards  the  door  and  did  not 
notice  her. 

Brand  entered.  In  acknowledging  Mr.  Traill's  cor- 
dial welcome  he  smilingly  explained  his  presence. 

"  My  superiors  sent  me  emphatic  orders  to  clear  out," 
he  said,  "  so  I  had  no  option  but  to  obey.     I  conveyed 
Mr.  Emmett  to  suitable  quarters  and  hastened  home, 
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but  found  that  tlie  girls  wore  playing  truant.  My 
liousekecper  insisted  that  I  should  eat,  else  she  would 
not  Iw  satisfied  that  I  still  lived,  but  1  came  here  as 
quiokly  as  possible." 

At  that  instant  his  glance,  traveling  from  one  to 
another  of  those  present,  fell  on  Mrs.  Vansittart. 

He  .stood  as  one  petrified.  The  kindly  words  of  his 
liost,  the  outspoken  glee  of  the  girls  at  his  appearance, 
died  away  in  l,is  ears  in  hollow  echoes.  His  eyes, 
frowning  beneath  wrinkled  brows,  seemed  to  ask  if  he' 
were  not  the  vi.tim  of  some  unnerving  hallucination. 
They  were  fixed  on  Mrs.  Vansittart's  face  witli  an  all- 
absorbing  intensity,  and  liis  .set  lips  and  .lenched  hands 
.showed  how  utterly  irresistible  was  the  knowledge  that 
indeed,  he  was  not  deceived  -  that  he  was  gazing  at  a 
hvmg,  breathing  personality,  and  not  at  some  phantom 
product  of  a  surcharged  brain. 

She,  too,  yielding  before  the  suddenness  of  an  ordeal 
she  had  striven  to  avoid,  betrayed  by  her  laboring  bosom 
that  she  was  under  the  spell  of  some  excitement  of  over- 
whelming power. 

She  managed  to  gain  her  feet.  The  consciousness 
that  Constance,  Enid,  Lady  Margaret  even,  were  look- 
mg  at  her  and  at  Brand  with  amazed  anxiety,  served  to 
strengthen  her  for  a  supreme  effort. 

"Mr.  Stephen  Brand  -  and  I  -  are  old  acquaint- 
ances," she  gasped.     "He  may  misunderstand  -  my 
presence  here  -  tonight.     Indeed  -  in  this  instance  - 
I  am  not  to  blame.     I  could  not  —  help  myself .     I  am 
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always  —  trj-ing  to  explain  —  but  somehow  —  I  never 
suceecd.     Oh ! " 

With  an  agonized  sigh  she  swayed  listlessly  and 
would  have  fallen  had  not  Pyne  eaught  her. 

But  she  was  desperately  determined  not  to  faint  — 
there.  This  was  her  world,  the  world  of  society.  She 
would  not  yield  in  its  presence. 

Her  eyes  wandered  vaguely,  helplessly,  from  the  fac  e 
of  the  man  towards  the  others.  Constance  had  has- 
tened to  her  assistance,  and  the  knowledge  that  this  was 
so  seemed  to  stimulate  her  to  a  higher  degree.  With 
fine  courage  she  grasped  the  back  of  a  chair  and  sum- 
moned a  wan  smile  to  her  aid. 

"  You  will  forgive  me  —  if  I  leave  you,"  she  mur- 
mured.    "  I  am  so  tired  —  so  very  tired." 

She  w  alkcd  resolutely  towards  the  door.  Brand  drew 
a.side  that  .she  might  pass.  lie  looked  at  her  no  more. 
His  wondering  daughter  saw  that  big  drops  of  perspira- 
tion stood  on  his  forehead. 

Mr.  Traill,  no  less  astonished  than  the  rest,  offered 
to  conduct  Mrs.  Vansittart  to  her  room. 

"No,"  she  said,  "I  will  go  alone.  I  am  used  to  it 
now,  after  so  many  years." 

There  was  a  ring  of  heartfelt  bitterness  in  her  voice 
which  appealed  to  more  than  one  of  the  silent  "Wteners. 

As  the  door  closed  behind  her.  Brand  seemed  to  re- 
cover his  senses. 

"  I  must  ask  your  pardon,  Mr.  Traill,"  he  .said  quietly. 

I  assume  that  the  lady  who  has  just  left  us  did  nol  ex- 
pect to  see  me  here  tonight.     It  woulu  be  idle  to  deny 
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tliiit  tl.e  meeting  was  a  shock  to  both  of  us.     It  rcvivid 
painful  meinoiios." 

Mr.  Traill,  s.arce  knowing  what  he  .said,  so  taken 
aback  was  he,  exclaimed  hastily: 

"  Mrs.  Vansittart  claimed  you  as  an  old  acquaintance. 
The  odd  thing  is  that  you,  at  any  rate,  did  not  discover 
that  fact  earlier." 

The  lighthouse-keeper  looked  round  the  table.  He 
saw  pain  in  many  eyes,  but  in  Pyne's  stea<ly  gaze  there 
was  encouragement. 

"Mrs.  Vansittart!"  he  said  .slowly.  "Is  that  her 
name?  I  did  not  know.  IIov  should  I,  the  recluse 
hear  of  her.'  And  in  your  first  message  to  the  rock 
you  called  her  Etta.  When  /  knew  her  her  name 
was  Nanette,  for  the  lady  who  calls  herself  Mrs.  Van- 
-sittart  was  my  wife,  is  yet  for  aught  I  know  to  the 
contrary." 

"  Father! "  Constance  clung  to  him  in  utmost  agita- 
tion.    "Do  you  mean  that  .she  is  my  mother?" 

"Yes,  dear  one,  she  i,s.  But  let  us  go  now.  I  fear 
my  home-coming  has  brought  misery  in  its  train.  I  am 
sorry  indeed.  It  was  wholly  unexpected.  Poor  Nan- 
ette !  She  ever  deceived  herself.  I  suppose  she  hoped 
to  avoid  me.  as  if  fate  forgot  the  tears  in  the  comedv  of 
life. 

"  Can  I  not  go  to  her  ? "  asked  Constance,  white-faced 
and  trembling. 

"  No,  my  child,  you  cannot.     Has  she  claimed  you  ? 
S'l.e  cast  you  off  once.     I  might  have  forgiven  her  many 
thmgs- never  that.     Come,  Enid!    What   need   for 
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your  tears?  Wo  fuco<l  worse  troubles  togellier  tlircc 
days  ago,  and  you,  ut  any  rate,  can  look  foward  to 
happiness.  Good-hy,  I/ady  Margaret,  and  you,  too, 
Mr.  Traill.  I  will  see  you  tomorrow,  I  hope.  Forgive 
me  for  my  uneonscious  share  in  this  night's  suffering." 
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CHAPTER  XVII 
MRS.  VANSITTAIIT  GOES  HOME 

Stephen  Bhand  and  the  two  girls  passed  silently 
down  the  broad  stairs  of  the  hotel  unaeconi|)anie<l  hy 
any  of  the  otliers.  There  was  nothing  incomprehen- 
sible in  this,  nor  any  savor  of  discourtesy. 

In  Uie  first  place,  Mr.  Traill  was  so  profoundly 
shocked  by  the  lighthouse-keeper's  revelation  that  he 
collapsed  into  a  chair  and  remained  there,  bowed  an<l 
wordless,  for  many  minutes.  Both  Pyne  and  Stanhope 
did  move  towards  the  doer,  but  Enid,  watchful,  self- 
sacrificing,  eager  to  save  those  she  loved  from  further 
pain,  telegraphed  an  emphatic  order  to  Stanhope  to  re- 
main where  he  was,  and  Pyne  murmured  to  him: 

"Guess  she's  right,  anyhow.  We'll  all  feel  a  heap 
better  in  the  morning." 

The  person  who  exhibited  the  clearest  signs  of  dis- 
tress was  Lady  Margaret.  Her  position  was  one  of 
extraordinary  difficulty.  Three  of  the  actors  in  the 
breathless  scene  which  had  been  sprung  on  her  with 
the  suddenness  of  an  explosion  were  absolute  strangers 
in  her  life  before  that  evening. 
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Brand  she  knew,  indpod,  hiit  only  by  sight.     She  liad 

wl  Constance  and  Enid  orcasionidly,  nt  arm's  Icnptli, 

;>  t(i  six'ak,  n-fjarding  thoin  trnly  as  dnngorons  yonng 
jwrsons  where  nuirriagealik-  sons  were  comorned.  Enid 
!iad  justified  her  suspicions,  and  }ur  lady-iiip  had 
yielded  so  far  as  to  give  her  approval  to  an  engagement 
.she  could  not  prevent. 

Circumstances  had  conspired  to  force  her  hand. 
Stanhope,  being  an  outspoken  young  man,  had  made 
MO  secret  of  his  desperate  resolve  to  rescue  Enid,  so  the 
newspapers  supplied  the  remainder  of  the  romance,  and 
■-•ven  Lady  Margaret  herself  had  contributed  to  it  under 
the  magnetic  influence  of  the  hour. 

It  was  one  thing,  however,  to  be  thrilled  with  the  ad- 
-.entures  of  the  rock-bound  people,  but  quite  another  to 
ligure  prominently  in  connection  with  a  social  scandal 
of  the  first  magnitude.  She  knew  Penzance  too  well  to 
hope  that  the  incident  would  sink  into  oblivion.  Ob- 
viously, the  matter  could  not  rest  in  its  present  stage. 
She  must  expect  disagreeable  disclosures,  significant 
"lead-shakings  of  those  who  knew  little  and  wanted  to 
xnow  more.  All  the  tea-table  artillerj'  of  a  small  town 
vould  be  focused  on  her  defensive  position  were  .she 
oyal  to  the  girl  whom  her  son  had  chosen  as  his  help- 
nate. 

This  same  son.  too,  after  he  had  recovered  from  tlie 
mazement  of  Mrs.  Vansittart's  dramatic  departure  and 
Irand's  admission,  betrayed  a  composure  that  was  dis- 
linctly  irritating. 

"You  won't  mind  if  we  smoke,  mother,"  he  said, 
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"'riic  sitimti<iii  rri|iiiic-s  lohiiico.      Doii'l  yi,ii  f,.,.|  lil^,. 
lliiil,  Vyxw!" 

'•  If  I-ailv  Ararnarit  .Ic-csnH  .>l)j,.<l,  I  a.lmit  that  diff.T- 
cnt  sorts  of  poison  niifjlit  act  as  tonics,"  answered  I'vno. 
"  Here,  uncle,  try  u  hriindy  and  sodu.  F.ady  Mnrf,'aret, 
a  glass  of  champagne.  I'vc'  been  expecting  u  disturb- 
ance, l)Ut  didn't  look  for  it  tonij;Iit." 

"Wliy  do  you  say  tliat,  Charlie  ■■ "  asked  Mr.  Traill, 
risinj!  and  stretching  his  lindis  as  a  man  who  tests  his 
bones  after  a  heavy  fall. 

"It  was  hanging  around,  just  as  one  prophesies  a 
storm  after  an  electrical  feeling  in  the  air.  Mrs.  ^■an- 
sittart  recognized  Brand,  and  nuide  her  calculations 
accordingly.  Let  us  give  her  the  credit  due  to  her. 
As  soon  as  she  discovered  liim,  the  marriage  project 
was  ofl." 

"  I  had  that  kind  of  impression  myself.  Glad  I  men- 
tioned it  to  you,  now." 

"Of  course  you  are.  I'll  bet  any  reasonable  sum 
that  Mrs.  Vansittart  intended  to  leave  Penzance  to- 
morrow as  soon  as  she  had  made  you  understand  that 
she  could  not,  under  any  circumstances,  become  my 
aunt." 

A  ghost  of  a  smile  flitted  across  Mr.  Traill's  face. 
His  nephew's  way  of  putting  things  was  delightfully 
unequivocal. 

^  "What  we  are  apt  to  lose  sight  of,"  continued  Pyne, 
"is  the  manner  in  which  Brand  received  what  must  have 
been  a  staggering  blow.  lie  met  his  wife  tonight  after 
a  separation  of  more  than  twenty  years,     And  liow  he 
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tiH)k  il!  Wlioii  111-  H]H)k(',  it  wiis  niilk  in  licr  licliii'r 
Till-  tliiii);  IS  U»)  iiiim/.in)^.  Of  cutirsc,  now  llmt  t!n- 
tliimik-r  ami  liKlitning  liavc  sturti-d,  tlif  sky  will  cki,;- 
all  the  stoncr." 

"  Unhappily  such  affairx  <lo  not  nrranf;c  thciiisrlvt  s 
so  reoilily,"  snapped  Lady  Marjjan't.  She  was  lu'i'on^- 
ing  more  angry  with  each  wave  of  reflectiim.  "  Yoiii:;; 
men  like  you  do  not  realize  the  effei't  of  such  —  siidi 
unpleasant  exposures  on  family  life.  How  will  lli.' 
early  history  of  her  parents  affect  the  future  of  Con- 
stance Brand  ?    As  for  the  other  girl  —  " 

Her  ladyship  threw  up  her  hands  in  helpless  aban- 
donment. To  her  mind,  the  adoption  of  poor  Enid, 
the  sea-waif,  assumed  a  darker  appearance  now  that 
Brand's  matrimonial  adventures  revealed  sinister  feat- 
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Jack  Stanhojv  caught  her  by  the  shoulder. 

"  Mother,"  he  cried,  "  before  you  say  another  word 
let  me  tell  you  something  you  ought  to  know.  Enid  is 
Mr.  Traill's  daughter!" 

Now  this  good  woman  loved  her  son  dearly.  All  her 
thoughts  were  of  him  and  for  him.  Her  look  of  blank 
incredulity  yielded  to  the  confirmation  she  saw  writ  on 
all  three  faces. 

She  burst  into  tears. 

"Apparently  I  am  the  last  person  to  be  taken  into 
anybody's  confidence,"  she  sobbed. 

"Madam,"  said  Mr.  Traill,  bending  over  her,  "in 
this  instance,  at  least,  you  have  no  cause  to  feel  ag- 
grieved. Neither  the  girl  herself,  nor  her  sister  by 
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adoption,  nor  Mrs.  A'linilllart,  to  wlioin,  until  tlio  past 
hnlf-liour,  I  con.^idcrtMJ  myself  to  \ir  cnga^t-d,  is  nwure 
of  tlie  undoubted  fact  wliirh  your  son  lins  just  told  you. 
liOt  me  say  that  I,  as  her  father,  am  proud  to  think  .she 
has  won  the  affections  of  such  a  man  as  StanhojH-. 
There  is  no  reason  why  you,  liis  mother,  should  not  Im; 
cfpinlly  .satisfied  with  the  pedign-c  and  prosjjcets  of  my 
daughter." 

His  culm  a.ssumption  of  a  rank  equal  if  not  .superior 
to  her  own  was  convincing  to  a  woman  of  her  tempero- 
ment.  .\ssuredly  that  evening  was  a  memorable  one 
to  her  ladyship.  The  repose  of  Vere  de  Vere  was 
rudely  shcKkcd  for  once.  Nevertheless,  the  knowledge 
that  her  lifelong  ambition  had  been  realized  in  a  way 
little  dreamed  of  by  any  of  those  most  {•oncemcd  was 
in  itself  consoling.  Mr.  Traill,  <piite  unnmsciously, 
loomed  large  in  the  social  eye  of  Penzance,  and  the 
widowed  lady  had  not  been  .so  long  withdrawn  from  the 
wealth-worshiping  world  of  Lonclon  as  to  1)C  wholly 
unleavened  with  the  worship  of  the  golden  calf. 

So  it  was  with  quickened  interest  that  she  .set  herself 
to  listen  to  the  story  of  Enid's  parentage,  and,  if  her 
fear  of  local  gossip-mongers  shrank  as  her  perception 
of  Enid's  real  social  position  increased,  much  may  be 
forgiven  to  the  motherly  sentiment  that  no  wife  can  be 
'  loo  good  for  an  excellent  son. 

Meanwhile  Brand  and  the  sorrow-laden  girls,  ushered 
by  ob.sefiuious  servants  to  the  ent-ance  hall,  were  con- 
strained to  comfort  themselves  with  true  British  phlegm 
in  view  of  the  interest  caused  by  their  appearance. 
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The  hour  was  ii<,t  liitr,  nlx.ul  luilf  pusl  riitie.  Evi-ii 
whilst  the  liull  |H,rt.r  wns  siiimuoninK  ii  cab  tlio  m-ws 
(iprc.i.l.  within  an<l  without,  that  the  lij;hth.)ii.s..-;;«.|HT 
and  liis  .laiiglit.Ts,  whose  exploits  fillo.1  the  iniiuLs  <.f  all 
"ion,  wen-  stanilinjF  mnr  tlio  ilmir. 

"N-veral  |H'ople,  eoini)lele  strnn({ers  came  to  lliem  niul 
ottered  wnriii  coiiKratiilations.  A  »„,art  jo.iriinlist 
pressed  forward  and  wove  his  own  coniplinienliiry  nt- 
teranc  s  into  an  inter\  iew.  A  crowd  gathered  .piickly 
on  tlie  pavement.  Policemen,  those  marshals  of  every 
English  demonstration,  cleari'd  a  path  for  them  throii),'li 
the  throng.  So,  willi  smiling  words  on  their  lips  and 
anguish  in  their  hearts,  they  made  a  triumphal  e.vit. 
How  little  could  the  friendly  enthusiasts  who  cheered 
them  realize  that  these  three  had  jjccn  atrophied  l.y  Ihe 
dcadly  n.al.volence  of  fate  in  tlie  very  hour  when  a 
great  achievement  had  ende.l  happily. 

Enid  suflrer(.-<l  almost  as  keenly  as  Brand  and  his 
daughter.  Their  joys  and  sorrows  were  hers.  The 
startling  nature  of  llrand's  avowal  rendere.l  it  difficult 
for  either  Eni.l  or  (-onslunec  to  piece  together  certain 
fragmentary  memories  of  Jlrs.  Xansittarfs  odd  be- 
havior during  her  enforced  sojourn  on  the  rock.  So 
thoroughly  had  she  siialteretl  those  diuily  outlined  im- 
pressions l.y  the  quietly  vivacious  clmrni  of  her  manner 
at  dinner  that  they  both  cxi>erieneed  a  jumble  of  .sensa- 
tions. A  territied  woman,  in  wet  and  lorn  clothing,  cow- 
ering in  the  gaunt  interior  of  a  storm-girt  lighlhcuse,  is  a 
very  diffen-nt  being  wlien  attired  in  e.^pensi^c  garments 
and  surrounded  by  the  luxuries  of  a  first-class  hotel 
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It  was  a  rt'licf  to  ilrivc  ti)  their  colliijjc  in  silcnrr.  vet, 
«ii  ensiU-  iniMildcil  is  our  liiiiiiiin  clay,  it  wiw  it  jjn'iilcr 
rrllff  wlii'ii  llu'  tension  of  llie  noisy  nilllc  of  the  mli  was 
relaxed.  It  eost  some  effort  to  assure  Mrs.  SlieppanI, 
a  hnxoni,  motherly  soiil  of  sixty  or  therealioiits,  that 
tliey  eonlil  not  possibly  eat  any  siipiHT.  The  effort  was 
\i  forthcoming.     They  pleaded  weariness,  and  at  last  tliey 

11  were  alone. 

Constanre  km-lt  liy  her  father's  side  when  he  <h.T.|„.d 
listlessly  into  the  armchair  pla<ed  in  his  accustomed 
corner. 

"Now,  dad,"  she  said,  hravely  unemotional,  "there 
will  l.e  no  nu)re  tears.  Tell  me  all  that  I  ou(;ht  to 
know." 

Enid  drew  a  hass(Mk  to  his  feet  and  sealed  herself 
there,  claspinj;  her  hands  ahoiit  her  knees. 

"Whatever  she  did  I  am  .sorry  for  her,"  said  the  (,'irl 
decisively.  "  \nd  she  cannot  have  Necn  a  rc.lly  IhuI 
woman,  dad,  or  you  wouhl  not  have  loved  her  once." 

HranJ  sijrhed  deeply.  His  stron>;  will  had  descrtecl 
him  for  a  little  while.  He  shrank  from  the  ordeal  be- 
fore him.  Why  should  he  he  <allo<l  on  to  sully  the 
mirror  of  his  daughter's  iimocen.e  by  revealiu);  to  her 
the  disgrace  of  her  mother? 

Constance  caught  something  of  the  dread  in  his  soul. 

'■  Don't  tell  nie  if  it  hurts  you,  dad.  I  am  content  to 
bear  more  than  1  have  borne  tonight  if  it  lessen.s  your 
sufferings,"  she  whis|)cred. 

He  placed  an  arm  around  each  of  them. 

"It  is  God'.s  will,"  he  .said,  "that  I  should  have  to 
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fare  many  trials  iit  a  [H-riofl  when  I  exiK-eled  notliiiif; 
bnt  some  few  years  of  qniet  happiness." 

"Nothing  in  tliis  world  can  part  us  from  you,"  said 
Constanee. 

"  Oh,  nothing,"  agreed  Eni<l  solemnly,  nestling  closer. 
Her  earnestness  was  helpful.     He  smiled  wistfully. 

"  You  forget,  Enid,  that  there  is  a  grave  chance  of 
you,  at  any  rate,  leaving  me  for  another,"  he  said. 
She  blushed. 

"  That  is  the  worst  of  girls  getting  married,"  she  pro- 
tested. "They  are  supposed  to  be  delighted  because 
they  are  going  to  live  with  strange  people.  Girls  who 
t.re  of  that  mind  cannot  be  happy  at  home.  If  I  thought 
that  being  married  to  Jack  implied  separation  from  you 
Bnd  Constance  —  " 

"You  would  give  him  up,  and  weep  your  eyes  out." 
Ae  pressed  her  pouting  lips  together  as  he  went  on: 
"Now,  my  dear  ones,  I  wish  both  of  you  to  be  prepared 
tor  very  unexpected  changes.  Two  most  important 
events  in  your  lives  have  taken  place  within  a  few  hours. 
Constance,  if  you  saw  your  mother  tonight,  Enid  also 
saw  her  father.  I  have  known  for  two  days  that  Enid's 
father  is  Mr.  Traill." 

For  an  instant,  it  must  be  confessed,  Constance  and 
Enid  ahke  feared  that  the  mental  and  physical  strain 
he  had  undergone  had  temporarily  deranged  him.  It 
was  not  sheer  incredulity  but  real  terror  he  saw  in  their 
eyes.  Somehow,  their  .self-effacement  in  his  behalf 
touched  him  more  keenly  than  anytliing  else  had  done 
during  this  troubled  period. 
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He  bowed  his  head.  A  strong  man  in  agony  cannot 
endure  the  scrutiny  of  loving  eyes. 

"  Enid,"  he  said  brokenly,  "  my  words  to  you  must  be 
few.  Good  fortune  needs  but  slight  explanation.  The 
proofs  of  my  statement  I  do  not  pos.scss,  but  Mr.  Traill's 
letter  to  me  could  not  have  been  written  by  such  a  man 
if  he  were  not  sure  of  his  facts.  Here  it  is.  Read  it 
aloud." 

He  handed  her  her  father's  plain-spoken  communi- 
cation. Constance,  incapable  of  deeper  depths  of 
amazement  tlian  those  now  probe<l,  looked  over  her 
.sister's  shoulder.  Together  they  deciphered  the  some- 
what difficult  handwriting  of  a  man  whose  chief  task 
for  years  had  been  to  sign  his  name. 

This  drawback  was  good  in  its  result.  They  jier- 
severed  steadily  to  the  end.  Then  Enid,  the  comforter, 
broke  down  herself. 

"  It  cannot  be  true,  dad,"  .she  cried.  "  I  have  been 
one  of  your  daughters  all  my  life.  Why  should  I  be 
taken  from  you  now  ? " 

"  I  believe  it  is  quite  true,"  said  Brand  quietly,  and 
the  need  there  was  to  console  her  was  beneficial  to  him- 
self. "  Mr.  Traill  speaks  of  proofs.  You  have  met 
him.  I  exchanged  barely  a  word,  a  glance,  with  him, 
but  it  is  not  believable  that  he  would  make  these  solemn 
.statements  without  the  most  undeniable  testimony." 

"Indeed,  Enid,"  murmured  Constance,  "it  sounds 
like  the  truth,  else  he  would  never  have  spoken  so  defi- 
nitely of  my  father's  first  claim  on  your  affections." 

Brand  stroked  the  weeping  girl's  hair. 
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"On,.  ,lo,.s  not  cry,  little  one,  when  one  is  suddenly 
endowed   with   a   wealthy   and   distinguished   relative. 
Now,  I  did  not  spring  this  revelation  on  you  without  a 
motive.     If  a  eleavage  has  to  come  let  us,  at  least,  face 
every  eonsideration.     Providence,    by   inscrutable   de- 
cree, ordained  that  my  wife  and  I  should  meet  after 
twenty-one  years.     That  cannot  have  been  a  purpose- 
less meeting.     In  my  careless  youti,,  when  I  assigned  all 
things  their  scientific  place,  I  have  scoffed  at  presenti- 
ments and  vague  portents  of  coming  evils.     I  retract 
the    immature    judgment    then    formed.     During    the 
height  of  the  hurricane,  when  I  feared  the  very  lantern 
would  be  hurled  into  tl  e  sea,  I  was  vouchsafed  a  spirit- 
ual   warning.     I   could   not   read    its   import.     These 
things  baffle  a  man,  especially  one  whose  mind  leans 
towards   materialism.     Nevertheless,   I   knew,   though 
not  m  ordered  comprehension,  that  my  life  was  tending 
towanls  a  supreme  crisis.     As  the  storm  died,  so  I  be- 
came normal,  and  I  attributed  a  glimpse  of  the  unseen 
to  mere  physical  facts.     I  was  wrong.     The  coming  of 
that  ill-fatcd  vessel  was  herahled  to  me.     I  lacked  the 
key  of  the  hi<lden   message.     Now  I  possess  it.     On 
board  that  ship.  Constance,  was  your  mother      How 
strange  *hat  her  advent  should  be  bound  up  also  with 
the  mystery  of  Enid's  parentage!" 

"Father,  dear,  if  you  can  bear  it,  tell  me  of  my 
mother.  She  knew  me,  and  that  is  why  she  asked  me 
to  kiss  her." 

"Slie  asked  you  to  kiss  her.'"  Each  word  was  a 
crescendo  of  surprise. 
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"Yes.  One  niglit  she  came  to  me.  OIi,  I  reniein- 
l)er.  She  wished  Mr.  Tyne  to  telegraph  to  his  uncle. 
When  lie  (|uitte(l  us  to  take  the  message  she,  too  —  how 
weinl  it  all  seems  now  —  admitted  that  she  experienced 
something  of  the  intuitive  knowledge  of  the  future  you 
have  just  spoken  of." 

"I  am  not  surprised.  Poor  Nanette!  She  was  al- 
ways a  drea;..  r,  in  a  sense.  Never  content,  she  longed 
for  higher  flights.  She  was  a  woman  in  ambition  'ere 
she  ceased  to  be  a  child.  When  I  married  her,  .she  was 
only  eighteen.  I  was  ten  years  older.  My  thought 
was  to  educate  her  to  a  somewhat  higher  ideal  of  life 
than  the  frivolities  of  a  fashionable  world.  It  was  a 
mistake.  If  a  girl  harbors  delusions  before  marriage 
tlie  exjierience  of  married  life  is  not  a  cure  but  an  incen- 
tive. A  less  tolerant  man  would  have  made  Iier  a  safer 
husband." 

Constance  would  listen  to  nothing  which  would  dis- 
parage him. 

"  I  hate  to  be  unjust  to  her  even  in  my  thoughts,  but 
where  could  she  have  found  a  better  husband  than  you. 
dad?" 

"Millionaire  indeed!"  protested  Enid,  breaking  in 
with  her  own  tumultuous  thoughts.  "  I  would  not  ex- 
change you  for  twenty  millionaires." 

"My  methods  cannot  have  been  so  ill-considered  if 
they  have  brought  me  two  such  daughters,"  he  said, 
with  a  mournful  smile.  "  But  there !  I  am  only  delud- 
ing myself  into  a  postponement  of  a  painful  duty.  My 
secret  must  out  —  to  you,  at  any  rate.  W'hen  I  married 
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your  mother,  Constance,  I  was  an  attaclie  at  tli_  British 
Eml)assy  in  Paris.  Iler  maiden  name  was  I  .adeleine 
Nanette  de  Courtray.  Her  family,  notwithstanding  tlie 
French  sound  of  her  name,  was  almost  wholly  English. 
They  were  Jersey  people,  recruited  from  British  stock, 
but  two  generations  of  English  husbands  were  com- 
pelled to  assume  the  style  de  Courtray  owing  to  en- 
taiitd  estates  on  the  island.  There  is  something  quaint 
in  the  idea,  as  it  worked  out.  The  place  was  only  a 
small  farm.  When  we  were  married  the  stipulation 
lap.sed,  because  it  was  more  advisable  for  me  to  retain 
my  own  name.  I  was  theu  the  heir  to  a  title  I  can  now 
claim.  I  am  legally  and  lawfully  Sir  Stephen  Brand, 
ninth  baronet,  of  Ix-sscr  Ilambledon,  in  Northumber- 
land." 

"And  you  became  a  lighthouse-keeper!" 
It  was  Enid  who  found  breath  for  the  exclamation. 
Constance  braced  herself  for  that  which  was  to  come. 
That  Stephen  Brand  was  a  well-born  man  was  not  a 
new  thing  in  their  intelligence. 

"Yes,  a  cleaner  of  lamps  and  tran.smitter  of  ship's 
signals.  Have  we  been  less  happy?"  A  most  vehe- 
ment "  No !  "  was  the  an.swer. 

"  Don't  run  away  with  the  idea  that  I  was,  therefore, 
endowed  with  ample  means.  There  are  baronets 
poorer  than  some  crossing-sweepers.  The  estate  was 
encumbered.  During  my  father's  life,  during  my  own 
imtil  five  years  ago,  it  yielded  ouly  a  thousand  a  year. 
Even  now,  after  fifteen  years  of  rctrt.ichment  —  you 
both  forget  that  whilst  I  was  .stationed  at  Hamborough 
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Head  I  was  absent  for  a  few  days  to  attend  my  father's 
funeral  —  it  produces  only  a  little  over  three  thousand. 
Enough  for  us,  eh,  to  enjoy  life  on  ?  Enough  to  satisfy 
Lady  Margaret's  scruples,  Enid,  as  to  her  son's  absurd 
notion  of  matrimony?  Enough,  too,  Constance,  to 
mate  you  to  the  man  of  your  choice,  whatever  his  posi- 
tion ?  " 

"  Dad,"  murmured  Constance,  "  is  there  no  hope  of 
the  old  days  coming  back  again  ? " 

"  Who  can  tell  ?  These  things  are  not  in  mortal  ken. 
I  need  hardly  say  that  my  allowance  of  one  third  of 
the  family  revenues  was  barely  sufficient  to  maintain 
a  junior  in  the  diplomatic  service.  Yet  I  married, 
Heaven  help  me,  ',..  the  pursuance  of  an  ideal,  only  to 
find  my  ideal  rcalize<l,  after  much  suffering,  on  lonely 
rocks  and  bleak  headlands.  With  .strict  economy,  we 
existed  happily  until  you  were  born.  My  wife,  at  first, 
was  sufl'ciently  dcligiited  to  exchange  Jersey  society  for 
Paris  p.ad  the  distinguished  circle  in  which  we  moved 
there,  But  you  were  not  many  months  old  until  a 
change  came.  A  Frenchman,  a  rich  fop,  began  to  pay 
her  attentions  which  turned  her  head.  I  do  not  think 
she  meant  any  harm.  People  never  do  mern  harm 
who  accomplish  it  mo^t  fatally.  I  did  that  which  a 
man  who  respects  himi  .-If  loathes  to  do  —  I  protested. 
There  was  a  scene,  tears,  and  wild  reproaches.  Next 
day  the  crash  came.  She  endeavored  to  mislead  me  as 
to  an  appointment.  God  knows  I  only  wished  to  save 
her,  but  it  was  too  much  to  ask  me  to  pass  over  in 
silence  the  .schemes  of  a  libertine,  though  he,  too,  was 
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infatimfod  \,y  lier  iK'nuty.     I  .liscovrrcd  thorn  in  a  clan- 
destine meeting,  and  -  and  -  n,y  l,l„„d  was  hot  and 
the  ronnlry   was   France.     We  fought   r.ext   n.orninc, 
and  I  killed  hini." 

Const.inee  bent  lier  head  and  kissed  his  riglit  hand. 
Here,  at  least,  was  a  lineal  descendant  of  nine  genera- 
tions of  border  raiders,  wlio  held  their  swords  of  greater 
worth  tlian  musty  laws. 

Hrand's  eyes  kindled.  His  voice  became  more  vehe- 
ment. The  girl's  impulsive  action  seemed  to  sanctify 
the  deed. 

"I  did  not  regret,  I  have  never  regretted,  tlie  out- 
come of  tlic  duel.     He  was  mortally  wounded,  and  was 
carried  to  his  hou.se  to  die.     I  fled  from  Paris  to  cseajK; 
arrest,  but  the  woman  in  whose  defence  I  encountered 
him  behaved  most  cruelly.     She  deserted  me,  and  went 
to  him.     Ask  Mrs.  Sheppard.     She  was  your  English 
nurse  at  the  time,  Constance.     It  was  she  who  brought 
you  to  England.     I  never  met  my  wife  again.     I  be- 
lieve, on  my  soul,  that  she  was  innocent  of  the  greater 
offence.     I  think  she  rebelled  against  the  thought  tliat 
I  had  slain  one  who  said  he  worshiped  her.     Anyhow, 
.she  ha<l  her  price.     She  remained  with  liim,  in  sheer 
defiance  of  me,  until  his  death,  and  her  reward  was  his 
wealth.     Were  it  not  for  this  we  might  have  come  to- 
gether again  and  striven  to  forget  the  past  in  mutual 
toleration.     The  knowledge  that  she  was  enriched  with 
that  man's  gold  maddened  me.     I  could  not  forget  that. 
I  loathed  all  that  money  could  give,  the  diamonds,  the 
dresses,  the  insane  devices  of  society  to  pour  out  treas- 
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lire  on  the  viuiilus  of  tlie  hour.  Ity  '1,.  , l,a,„.e  I  „.as 
ilrawii  to  the  lifjhtliouse  service.  It  hus  the  mere 
whim  of  a  friend  into  whose  synipathetie  ears  I  gave 
my  sorrows.  It  is  true  I  <h(i  not  intend  to  devote  my 
life  to  my  present  oceu])ation.  J{ut  its  vast  silences,  its 
isohition,  its  seclusion  from  the  petty,  sordid,  moiiey- 
grabhing  life  ashore,  attracte.l  me.  1  found  <,niet  joys, 
peaceful  days,  and  dreamless  nights  in  its  comparative 
dangers  md  privations.  K.^cjitiiig  my  loyal  .servant 
und  friend,  Mrs.  Sheppard,  and  the  agent  and  solicitors 
of  my  estate,  none  knew  of  my  whereahouts.  I  was  a 
lost  man,  and,  as  I  imagined,  a  fortunate  one.  Now,  in 
the  last  week  of  njy  service  —  for  I  would  have  retired 
in  a  few  days  and  it  was  my  intention  to  tell  you  some- 
thing, not  all,  of  my  history,  largely  on  account  of  your 
love-making,  Enid  —  the  debacle  has  come,  and  with 
it  my  wife." 

"  Father,"  asked  Constance,  "  is  my  mother  still  your 
wife  by  law  ?  " 
"She  cannot  be  otherwise." 

"  I  wonder  if  you  are  right.  I  am  too  young  to  judge 
these  things,  but  she  spoke  of  her  approaching  marriage 
with  Mr.  Traill  in  a  way  that  suggested  she  would  not 
do  him  a  grievous  wrong.  She  does  not  love  him,  as  I 
understand  love.  She  regards  him  as  a  man  admirable 
m  many  ways,  but  she  impressed  me  with  the  idea  that 
she  believed  she  was  doing  that  which  was  right,  though 
she  feared  some  unforeseen  difficulty." 

Brand  looked  at  her  with  troubled  eyes.     It  is  al- 
ways amazing  to  a  parent  to  find  unexpected  powers  of 
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divination  in  a  cliild.  Constance  was  still  a  little  girl 
in  his  heart.  What  had  conferred  this  insight  into  a 
complex  nature  like  her  mother's  ? 

"There  is  something  to  be  said  for  that  view,"  he 
admitted.  "  I  recollect  now  that  Pyne  told  me  she  had 
lived  some  years  in  the  Western  States.  Hut  lie  said, 
too,  that  her  husband,  the  man  who.se  name  she  liears, 
died  there.  My  ptror  girls,  I  do,  indeed,  pity  you  if  all 
this  story  of  mi-serable  intrigue,  this  sijualid  romance  of 
the  law-courts,  is  to  be  dragged  into  the  light  in  a 
town  where  you  are  honored.  Knid,  you  .see  now  how 
doubly  fortunate  ycu  are  in  being  restored  to  a  father's 
arms  —  " 

"Oh,  no,  no!"   wailed  Enid.     "  Do  not  say  that.     ^ 
seems  to  cut  us  apart.     What  have  you  done  that  you 
should  dread  the  worst  than  can  be  .said  ?    And  why 
should  there  be  any  scandal  at  all  ?     I  cannot  bear  you 
to  say  such  things." 

"  I  think  I  understand  you,  dad,"  said  Constance,  her 
burning  glance  striving  to  read  his  hidden  thought. 
"Matters  cannot  rest  where  they  are.  You  will  not 
allow  —  my  mother  —  to  go  away  —  a  second  time  — 
without  a  clear  statement  as  to  the  future  and  an  equally 
honest  explanation  of  the  past." 

This  was  precisely  the  question  he  dreaded.  It  had 
forced  its  unwelcome  presence  upon  him  in  the  first 
moment  of  the  meeting  with  his  wife.  But  he  wa.s  a 
man  of  order,  of  discipline.  Th.!  habits  of  years  might 
not  be  flung  aside  so  readily.  It  was  ab.surd,  he  held, 
to  inflict  the  self-torture  of  useless  imaginings  on  the 
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first  night  of  their  home-coming  after  tlie  severe  trials 

of  their  proearious  life  on  the  rock. 

Above  all  else  it  was  n«c»sary  to  reassure  Constance, 

whose  strength  only  concealed  the  raging  fire  beneath, 

and  Enid,  whose  highly  strnng  tenii>eranient  was  ..n  the 

iHirderland  of  hysteria. 

He  was  still  the  arbiter  of  their  lives,  the  one  to  whom 

they   looked   for  guidance.     He   rebelled   against   the 

I)ros[)cct  of  a  night  of  sleepless  misery  for  the.se  two, 

and  it  needetl  his  emphatic  dominance  to  <lircct  their 

thonghts  into  a  more  [K-accfnl  channel. 

So  he  assumed  the  settled  purpose  he  was  far  from 

feeling  and  sunnnoned  a  kindly  smile  to  his  aid. 

"Surely  we  have  discus.sed  our  difficulties  sufficiently 
tonight,"  he  said.  "  In  the  morning,  Constance,  I  will 
meet  Mr.  Traill.  He  is  a  gentleman  and  a  man  of  the 
world.  I  think,  too,  that  his  nephew  will  be  resource- 
TjI  and  wise  in  counsel  beyond  his  years.  Now  we  are 
all  going  to  obtain  .some  much-ncedc<l  rest.  Neither 
you  nor  I  will  yield  to  sleepless  hours  of  brooding. 
Neither  of  you  knows  that,  not  forty-eight  hours  ago,  I 
made  my.self  a  thief  in  the  determination  to  save  your 
lives  and  mine.  It  -as  a  needless  burglary.  I  per- 
suaded myself  that  it  was  neces.sary  in  the  interests  of 
the  Trinity  IJrethren,  those  grave  gentlemen  in  velvet 
cloaks,  Enid,  who  would  be  horrified  by  the  mere  sug- 
gestion. I  refuse  to  place  my.self  on  the  moral  rack 
another  time.  In  the  old  days,  when  I  was  a  boy,  the 
drama  was  wont  to  be  followed  by  a  more  lively  scene. 
I  forbid  further  discussion.  Come,  kiss  me,  both  ot 
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yoii.  I  lliink  tlint  a  stilT  ^luss  of  lint  |>iin('li  will  not  iln 
ino  nny  linnn,  nor  you,  imloss  yon  iinhihod  fn-cly  of 
tlint  <'liatii|iaf;ne  I  saw  iirstliii);  in  tin-  ice-pail." 

Tliey  rose  obediently.  .MiIkhijjIi  they  knew  he  wa.s 
acting;  a  part  on  their  account  they  were  sensible  that 
he  was  adopting  a  sane  course. 

Knid  tried  to  eontrihnte  to  the  new  note.  She  hobbecl 
in  the  approved  style  of  the  <'o\Mitry  donu'stic. 

"Plea.sc,  Sir  Stephen,"  she  said,  "would  you  like 
some  lemon  in  the  toddy  i*" 

Constance  placed  a  little  eopj)er  kettle  on  the  fire. 
Their  j^loom  had  );iven  way  to  a  not  wholly  .'orced 
cheerfulness  —  for  in  that  pleasant  cotta);e  sorrow  was 
an  unwelcome  guest  —  when  they  were  surprised  to 
hear  a  sharp  knock  on  the  outer  door. 

At  another  time  the  incident,  though  unusual  at  a 
late  hour,  would  not  have  tlisturbed  them.  Tfut  the 
emotions  of  the  night  were  too  recent,  their  subsidence 
tcx)  artificially  achieved,  that  they  should  not  dread  tlie 
possibilities  which  lay  beyond  that  imiK'rative  sum;!ions. 

Mrs.  Sheppard  and  the  servant  had  retired  to  rest, 
worn  out  with  the  anxious  uncertainties  of  events 
reported  from  the  lighthouse. 

So  Brand  went  to  the  door,  and  the  girls  listened  in 
nervous  foreboding. 

They  her-d  their  father  say: 

"  Hello,  Jenkins,  what  is  the  matter  now  ? " 

Jenkins  was  a  sergeant  of  police  whom  they  knew. 

"  Sorrj'  to  trouble  you,  Mr.  Brand,  but  an  odd  thing 
ha.s  happened.  A  lady,  a  stranger,  met  me  ten  minutes 
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n^o,  an.l  ask,.,l  ni<.  I.,  ,li,v<t  l„.r  t.,  y,„ir  l„„is,..  I  ,li,| 
M>.  Slio  ii|>|),.„rr,l  l<.  1„.  |„  jjrn.t  Irimlilc,  s„  I  slroll.Ml 
^l..wlv  aft.T  luT.  I  WHS  su,|.ris,.|  |„  s,.,.  |„,r  l.,,,!,;,,^. 
Ill  thronjfli  111,.  «iii,l(.xv  of  voiir  sittinjr-roor.i.  As  f„r  as 
I  coulil  make  cwl.  slu-  was  ,rv!nK  Ml  t<.  Urmk  Urr  lirart, 
ami  r  iMi».;in.Ml  slu-  mrant  („  knock  at  the  .loor,  l.ut  wa.s 
afraiil." 

"WluTc  is  sho?     Wliat  has  hccome  of  licr?" 
Brand  stopp,.,!  ont  into  tlu-  inoonliKlit.     Tlio  girls, 

wliitc  and  trcnililinK,  followed. 

••  Well,  slu'  ran  off.lown  lli,-^rj,rdon  path  and  tinnl,U.<l 

in  a  d.'ad  faint  near  llic  Kat.-.      I  was  too  l„t,.  to  save  her. 

I  picked  her  up  and  placed  lier  on  a  sent.     She  is  there 

now.     I  thonght  it  best,  before  earrving  her  here  —  to 

tell  you  —  " 

Itefore  IJrand  move,],  Constance  ran  ont,  followed  by 
Enid.  In  a  whirl  of  pain,  the  liKlilhonse-kcc,H.r  stro.le 
after  them.  Fie  .saw  Conslnn.e  stooping  over  a  mo- 
tionless figure  lying  prone  on  the  gard.-n  seat.  To  those 
strong  young  arms  the  slight,  graceful  form  oflTercd  an 
easy  task. 

lirand  heard  Enid's  whisper: 

"Oil,  Connie,  it  is  she!" 

But  the  daughter,  clasping  her  mother  to  her  breast, 
said  quietly: 

■•  Dad,  she  has  come  home,  and  she  may  be  dyins 
We  must  take  her  in." 

He  made  no  direct  answer.  What  could  he  say? 
Th..  girl's  fearless  words  admitted  of  neither  "  Yes  "  nor 
"No." 
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lie  tiimrd  to  llip  |H)li('rmnn. 

"I  am  niucli  ()l)lif(r(l  fo  you,  .Jenkins,"  lio  snid;  "we 
know  the  ludy.  Unless  —  unless  there  nrc  si'rious  con- 
!ie<|uenees,  will  you  ohlige  nic  hy  sayin);  notliin|{  about 
her?  But  stay.  When  you  pass  the  Mount's  Hay 
Hotel,  please  call  anil  say  that  Mrs.  Vnnslttart  has  In-en 
seized  with  sudden  illness  and  Is  being  eared  for  at  my 
house." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  .sergeant,  saluting. 

As  he  walked  away  down  the  garden  path  he  won- 
dered who  Mrs.  Vanslttart  eould  lie,  and  why  Miss 
ISrand  .said  she  had  "eomc  home." 

Then  he  glanced  baek  at  the  hou.se.  Into  which  the 
others  had  vanished.     He  laughed. 

"Just  fancy  it,"  he  said;  "I  treated  him  as  if  he 
was  a  bloomin'  lord.  And  I  suppose  my  position  is  a 
better  one  than  his.  Anyhow  he  is  a  splendlil  <hap. 
I'm  glad  now  I  did  it,  for  his  sake  and  the  sake  of  those 
two  girls.  How  nicely  they  were  dres.sefl.  It  has  al- 
ways been  a  puzzle  to  me  how  they  can  afford  to  live  in 
that  style  on  the  pay  of  a  lighthouse-keeper.  Well,  it's 
none  of  my  business." 
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CIIAITER  XVIII 
EiNID  WEARS  AX  OLD  ORNAMENT 

I-Ai>v  Maimjaukt  took  luT  departure  from  the  hotel 
nl  an  early  hour.  Her  sou  went  with  her.  Their  house 
wa.s  .situated  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  anil,  although 
Stanhope  would  gladly  have  remained  with  the  two  men 
to  di.seu.ss  tlie  events  of  this  night  of  surprises,  he  felt 
that  his  mother  demanded  his  present  alien' on. 

Indeed,  her  ladyship  had  much  to  say  to  him.  She, 
like  the  others,  had  been  impres.sed  hy  Mrs.  Vansittart'.s 
appearanec,  even  under  the  extraordinarily  diffirult  cir- 
cumstanres  of  the  oec^asi.m.  The  feminine  mind  judges 
Its  peers  with  the  utmost  preeision.  Its  analytieal 
methods  are  pitilessly  simple.  It  ealeulates  with  math- 
ematical nieety  those  details  of  toilette,  those  dclieate 
niimwcx  of  manner,  which  distinguish  the  woman  hn- 
l)ituate.l  to  refinement  and  good  society  from  the  inter- 
loper or  mere  copyist. 

It  had  always  been  a  matter  of  mild  wonder  in 
Penzance  how  Constance  Brand  liad  acquired  her 
•■V.,ci.  trick  of  wearing  her  clothes.  Some  women  are 
not  properly  dressed  after  they  have  beer,  an  hour 
posmg  in  front  of  a  full-length  mirror;  others  can  give 
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one  glanoc  at  a  costume,  twist  and  pull  it  into  the  one 
correct  position,  and  walk  out,  perfectly  gowned,  with 
a  happy  consciousness  that  all  is  well. 

Every  Parisienne,  some  Americans,  a  few  English 
women,  possess  this  gift.  Constance  had  it,  and  I-ady 
Margaret  knew  now  Ihat  it  was  a  lineal  acquisition  from 
her  mother.  The  discovery  enhanced  the  belief,  always 
prevalent  locally,  that  Brand  was  a  gentleman  horn, 
and  her  ladyship  was  now  eager  for  her  son's  assistance 
in  looking  up  the  "  Landed  Gentry  "  and  other  works  of 
reference  which  define  and  glorify  the  upper  ten  thou- 
sand of  the  United  Kingdom.  Perhaps,  that  way, 
light  would  l)e  vouchsafed. 

Being  a  little  narrow-minde<l,  the  excellent  creature 
believed  that  a  scandal  among  "  good  "  people  was  not 
half  so  scandalous  as  an  affair  in  which  the  principals 
were  tradesmen,  "  or  worse." 

She  confided  something  of  this  to  her  son  a.s  they 
drove  homewards,  and  was  very  wroth  with  him  when 
he  treated  the  idea  with  unbecoming  levity. 

"My  dear  boy,"  she  cried  vehemently,  "you  don't 
understand  the  value  of  such  credentials.  You  always 
speak  and  act  as  if  you  were  on  board  one  of  your  hec- 
toring warships,  where  the  best  metal  and  the  heaviest 
guns  are  all-important.  It  is  not  so  in  society,  even  the 
society  of  a  small  Cornish  town.  Although  I  am  an 
earl's  daughter  I  cannot  afford  to  be  quietly  sneered  at 
by  some  who  would  dispute  my  social  supremacy." 

As  each  complaisant  sentence  rolled  forth  he  laughed 
quietly  in  the  darkness. 
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Enid  Wears  o  ,  Olil  (}ri  imcnt 
"  M<.tlKT,"  said  lie  sudd  ■!!, ,  ••  Mr.  'i  ,aill  and  I  liavo 
iiad  a  lot  of  talk  ahont  Enid  iiiiriiif;  \'  o  past  two  daj-s. 
I  havo  not  seen  you  until  this  pvcning  heforo  .linncr,  so 
I  liavo  Iiad  no  opportunity  to  tell  you  all  that  has  oe- 
curred." 

"  Some  new  emhrofrlio,  I  suppose,"  she  said,  not  at 
all  appease<l  by  his  seeming  earelessness  as  to  what  the 
Dowager  Lady  Tregartheii  or  Mrs.  Taylor-Smith  might 
say  when  gossip  started. 

"  Well,  it  is,  in  a  sense,"  he  admitted.  '•  You  see,  we 
are  jolly  hard  up.  It  is  a  s,|ueeze  for  you  to  douhle'  my 
pay,  and,  as  I  happened  to  inform  Mr.  Traill  that  I 
was  going  to  marry  Enid,  long  before  he  knew  she  was 
liis  daughter,  it  eame  as  a  hit  of  a  shock  afterwards  to 
hear  that  he  intends  to  endow  her  with  two  huii.lred 
thousand  pounds  on  her  wedding-day.  Now  the  qucs- 
tion  to  be  discussed  is  not  whether  the  adopted  daugh- 
ter of  a  pom-  lighthouse-keeper  who  may  he  Lord 
This-aiKl-lhnt  in  disguise  is  a  good  match  for  me,  but 
whether  an  impecunious  lieutenant  in  the  Koyal  \avy 
is  sucli  a  tremendous  catch  for  a  girl  with  a  great  for- 
tune." 

Lady  Margaret  was  stunned.  She  liegan  to  breathe 
quickly.  Her  utmost  expectations  were  surpassed. 
Before  she  could  utter  a  word  her  son  pretende.l  to 
misunderstand  her  agitation. 

"Of  course  it  was  fortunate  that  Enid  and  I  had 
jolly  well  made  up  our  minds  somewhat  in  advance, 
but  it  was  a  near  thing,  a  matter  of  flag  signals  —  other- 
wise I  should  have  been  compelled  to  consider  myself 
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ruled  out  of  llic  game.  Therefore,  during  your  tea- 
table  taeties,  if  the  Dowager,  or  that  old  spit-fire,  Mrs. 
Taylor-Smith,  says  a  word  to  you  about  Brand,  just 
give  'em  a  rib-roaster  with  Enid's  two  hundred  thou', 
will  you  ?  Whilst  they  arc  reeling  under  the  l)low  throw 
out  a  gentle  hint  that  Constanee  may  ensnare  Traill's 
nephew.  'Ensnare'  is  the  right  word,  isn't  it?  The 
best  of  it  is,  I  know  they  have  been  worrying  you  for 
months  about  my  friendship  with  'girls  of  their  class.' 
Oh,  the  joy  of  the  encounter !  It  must  be  like  blowing  up 
a  battle-ship  with  a  tuppenny  hapenny  torpedo-boat." 

So  her  ladyship  —  not  without  pondering  over  cer- 
tain entries  in  the  Books  of  the  I'l  'iidly-born,  which 
recorded  the  birth  and  marriage  of  Sir  Stephen  Brand, 
ninth  baronet,  "  present  whereabouts  unknown "  — 
went  to  bed,  but  not  to  sleep,  whereas  Jack  Stanhope 
never  afterwards  remembered  undressing,  so  thor- 
oughly tired  was  he,  and  so  absurdly  happy,  notwith- 
standing the  awkward  situation  divulged  at  the  dinner. 

Pyne,  left  with  his  uncle,  set  himself  to  divert  the 
other  man's  thoughts  from  the  embarrassing  topic  of 
Mrs.  Vansittart. 

He  knew  that  Brand  was  not  likely  to  leave  them  in 
any  dubiety  as  to  the  past.  Discussion  now  was  use- 
less, a  mere  idle  guessing  at  probabilities,  so  he  boldly 
plunged  into  the  mystery  as  yet  surrounding  Enid's 
first  year  of  existence. 

Mr.  Traill,  glad  enough  to  discuss  a  more  congenial 
subject,  marshalled  the  ascertained  facts.     It  was  easy 
to  see  that  here,  at  least,  he  stood  on  firm  ground. 
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"  Your  father,  as  you  know,  was  a  noted  yachtsman, 
Charhe,"  he  said.  "  Indeed,  he  was  one  of  the  first  men 
to  cross  the  Atlantic  in  his  own  hoat  under  stoan,  and 
sail.  Twenty  years  a^o,  in  this  very  month,  he  took  my 
wife  and  me,  with  your  mother,  you,  and  our  little 
Edith,  then  six  months'  old,  on  a  delightful  trip  along 
the  I'lorida  coast  and  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  It  was  then 
arranged  that  we  should  pass  the  summer  among  the 
Norwegian  fiords,  hut  the  two  ladies  were  nervous  iTbout 
the  ocean  voyage  east  in  .\pril,  so  your  father  brought 
the  Esmcmhla  across,  and  we  followed  by  mail  steamer. 
During  the  last  week  of  May  and  the  whole  of  ,Iune  we 
crui-sed  from  Christiania  almost  to  the  North  Cape. 
The  fine  keen  air  restored  my  wife's  somewhat  delicate 
health,  and  you  and  Edith  throve  amazingly.  Do  you 
remember  the  voyage .' " 

"  It  is  a  dim  memory,  helped  a  good  deal,  I  imagine, 
by  what  I  have  heard  since." 

"  Well,  on  the  fourth  of  ,Iuly,  putting  into  Hardangcr 
to  celebrate  the  day  with  some  fellow-countrymen,  I 
received  a  cable  which  rendered  my  presence  "in  New 
York  absolutely  imperative.  There  was  a  big  develop- 
ment scheme  just  being  engineered  in  connection  with 
our  property.  In  fact,  the  event  which  had  such  a 
tragic  .sequel  practically  .piadrupled  your  fortune  and 
mine.  By  that  time,  the  ladies  were  so  enthusiastic 
about  the  sea-going  qualities  of  the  yacht  that  they 
would  liave  sailed  round  the  world  in  her,  and  poor 
Pyne  had  no  difficulty  in  persuading  them  to  take  the 
leisurely  way  home,  whilst  I  raced  off  via  Newcastle 
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ami  T.,V,.r,>onl  to  th.-  ..tlu-r  si.lo.  I  rereivcl  my  last 
'^"l.lo  troM,  tl,e,„  dated  Soulha.np'.n,  July  SOtli,  and 
ll.oy  wciv  due  in  Xow  Y„rk  sonK-whore  about  August 
oti.  or  (Ith.  allowing,  for  ordinary  wind,  and  weather. 
)urn,K  the  ni^ht  of  July  ,„f,  ,,„en  mi.iway  between 
he  Sedl.y  Isles  and  the  Fastnet,  they  ran  into  a  dense 
fog.     ^^.th„,  five  nnnutes.  without  tlu-  least  warning. 

f".";™        "■"'  -''""'^  """'''^'"P^  •'>•  '^  Wg  Nova 
Scot.an  ban,ue.     The  little  vessel  sank  almost  hke  a 

stone.     Nevertheless,  your  father,  baeked  bv  his  skip- 
per and  a  splendi.l  crew,  lowere.l  two  boais,  an.l  all 
hands   were  saved,   for  the  >noment.     It   was   Tyne's 
boast  that  his  boats  were  always  store.l  with  food  an.l 
water  against  any  kin.l  of  en.crgenev,  but.  of  course, 
they  .nade  every  effort  to  reach  the  ship  which  had  sunk 
then,,  rather  than  endeavor  to  sail  back  to  this  coast. 
As  the  Asmrrahh,  was  under  steam  at  the  time,  her 
l-oders  exploded  as  .she  went  down,  and  this  undoubt- 
edly caused  the  second  .atastrophe.     The  captain  no- 
ticed that  the  strange  ship  went  off  close  hauled  to  the 
wmd.  which  blew  steadily  from  the  west,  so  he,  in  the 
leading  boat,  with  your  father  and  mother,  you  and  my 
wife  and  child,  followed  in  that  direction.     He  .shoutecl 
to  four  men  in  the  second  boat  to  keep  close,  as  the  fog 
was  terrific.     The  barcjue.  the  John  S.,  hearing  the 
noise  of  the  bursting  boilers,  promptly  swv.ng  round, 
and  m  the  effort  to  render  assi.stanee  caused  the  second 
and  far  more  serious  catastrophe.     The  captain's  boat 
encountered  her  just  as  the  two  crafts  were  getting  way 
on  them.     Someone  in  the  boat  shouted,  they  heard  an 
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answcrin^r  l,„il,  „„<i  i„stanlly  craslud  int..  tho  l,an|iic's 
l)ow.s.  The  sail  l,«ani,.  cnfaii-kMl  in  Uii.  iimrti.i-ale 
of  the  bowsprit,  the  l«,at  was  ,h-iviii  mi.lor  ami  filh.,|, 
and  the  seconil  isiat  crashed  into  her.  All  the  oeeu- 
paiits  of  the  captain's  hoat  were  tlirown  into  the  sea. 
You  were  grasped  by  a  neffro,  a  powerful  swininicr. 
He,  with  yourself  and  two  sailors,  were  rescued,  and 
that  was  all.  Your  father  was  a  stron-  „,an  and  he 
could  swim  well.  He  must  have  been  stunned  or  in- 
jured in  some  way.  The  two  sadors  junipc.l  from  the 
se<ond  boat  and  eluuf;  to  the  barfpie's  bobstays.  The 
whole  thing  was  over  in  a  few  seconds." 

Mr.  Traill  rose  an<l  paced  slowly  to  the  window. 
Pyne  stared  into  the  fire.  There  was  no  uee.l  for  cither 
of  them  to  conjure  up  the  heart-rending  scene  as  the 
sharp  prow  of  the  sailing-ship  cleft  through  the  seas 
and  spurned  the  despairing  hands  elulching  at  her 
black  walls. 

Too  often  had  the  older  man  pictured  that  horrific 
vision.  It  had  darkened  many  hours,  blurred  many  a 
forgetful  moment  of  pleasure  with  a  quick  rush  of  pain. 

Even  now,  as  he  looked  out  into  the  still  street,  he 
fancied  he  could  sec  Enid's  moth,  smiling  at  him  from 
a  luminous  mist. 

He  passed  a  hand  over  his  eyes  and  gazed  again  at 
the  moonlit  roadway.  From  the  black  shadows  oppo- 
site a  policeman  crossed  towards  the  hotel,  and  he 
heard  a  bell  ring.  These  trivial  tidings  restored  his 
wandering  thoughts.  How  the  di.scovery  of  his  lost 
child  had  brought  back  a  flood  of  buried  memories! 
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"It  is  easy  to  undtTstancl  that  I  sliould  be  fanciful 
tonight,"  lie  saiil,  returning  to  the  elieeiy  gluw  of  the 
fire  and  the  hriglitness  of  tlie  room.  "  The  wlioli  story 
of  the  disaster  ce  itored  in  the  narratives  of  the  sailors 
and  the  negro.  They  all  declared  that  both  boats  went 
down.  The  cew  of  the  l)arf|Ue,  who  ran  to  starboard, 
as  the  leading  boat  was  swamped  and  sank  on  tliat  side, 
imagined  they  heard  cries  to  port.  But  though  they 
lowered  a  boat,  and  cruised  about  the  locality  for  hours, 
they  found  nothing  l)ut  wreckage.  You,  Charlie,  when 
I  went  to  St.  John's  five  weeks  later,  could  only  tell  me 
that  you  hud  felt  very  cold  and  wet.  That  is  all  I  ever 
knew  of  the  fate  of  the  Emncnildu  until,  in  (iod's  good 
time,  I  met  Stanhope  on  board  the  Falcon." 

"  Then  the  manner  of  Enid's  rescue  is  conjectural  ? " 
"Absolutely.  But  Stanhope,  who  is  a  sailor,  and 
two  men  named  Spence  and  Jones,  who  were  Brand's 
colleagues  on  the  Gulf  Rock  at  that  time,  have  helped 
me  in  building  up  :i  complete  theory.  It  is  quite  dear 
that  the  second  boat  did  not  sink,  as  was  reported  by 
the  captain  of  the  John  S.  She  was  damaged,  and  had 
her  mast  broken,  by  the  collision.  In  the  darkness  and 
confusion  she  would  be  readily  carried  past  the  barque, 
which  was  probably  traveling  four  knots  an  hour.  The 
two  sailors,  in  springing  from  her  gunwale  into  the  liob- 
stays,  would  certainly  cant  her  considerable,  and  at 
that  instant  my  poor  wife  either  threw  her  child  into  the 
boat  with  a  last  frenzied  effort,  or  .someone  caught  the 
baby  from  her  as  she  sank.  The  boat  was  seen  by 
Brand  floating  in  with  the  tide  on  the  moming  of  the 
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30th  of  July.     She  aad  been  nine  days  at  sea.     Some 
survivor  must  have  given  the  little  one  nourishment  in 
that  time,  as  a  twelve-months-old  child  eould  not  pos- 
sibly have  lived.     In  all  likelihood,  the  bank  of  fog 
clung  to  the  surface  of  the  sea  and  followed  the  tides 
as  th.rc  vvas  little  or  no  wind  on  the  days  following  the 
OSS  of  the  yacht.     Again,  there  were  provisions  in  the 
boat,   but  no  water.     Why?     Either  the  water-casks 
had  started  their  staves  when  the  smash  took  place  or 
a  careless  steward  ha<l  failed  to  fill  them.     The  next 
thmg  ,s  the  identity  of  the  boat.     ]iy  the  stupidity  of  a 
sador,  one  of  the  E.mcralda'.  life-l,oats  was  burnt  to 
he  water's  edge  in  Norway.     He  upset  a  tin  of  petro- 
Icum  whdst  he  was  opening  it,  and  a  lighted  match  did 
the  remamdcr.     Indeed,  he  and  another  man  at  the  oars 
narrowly  escaped  death.     A  boat  was  purchased,  but 
accident  or  mischance  prevented  the  Esmeralda's  name 
being  painted  on  it.     There  was  a  Nonvcgian  port  num- 
ber on  the  stern-board,  and  this  was  smashed  away  by 
the  falling  mast.     As  the  sail  was  trailing  in  the  water 
when  the  boat  was  found  by  Brand,  it  is  assumed  that 
the  survivor  or  survivors,  who  paid  some  heed  to  the 
child,  suffered  from  injuries  which  prevented  him  or 
them  from  hauling  it  in.     One  man's  body  was  found 
on  board  and  he  had  been  dead  many  days.    Finally, 
ive  have  the  evidence  of  the  child's  clothing." 

"The  girls  told  me  something  of  the  story  on  the 
rock"  said  Pyne.  "Gee  whiz!  I  little  dreamed  that 
tnid,  or  Edith,  I  mean,  was  my  first  cousin." 

'  You  know  that  her  garments  were  marked  E.  T., 
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and  that  a  little  shawl  was  pinned  ahniit  her  with  a  gold 
brooch  set  with  enieruUls  arranged  as  a  fuur-leafed 
shaiiiroek  ? " 

"  No.  I  fancy  that  tliey  were  hindered  in  their  yarn. 
Believe  me,  tliere  was  always  enough  to  do  in  that  won- 
derfid  place.  Besides,  I  knew  about  the  brooch.  Had 
tliey  mentioned  it,  I  guess  the  gray  matter  at  the  back 
of  my  head  would  have  become  agitateil  by  thought." 

"  Yes,  of  course.  I  am  talking  to  you  as  if  you  were 
hearing  this  sad  history  for  the  first  time." 

"  It  is  new  enough.  It  has  a  fresli  point  of  view, 
which  is  everything.     Now,  about  that  brooch.'" 

'■  I  bouglit  it  in  Hergen.  I  remember  your  poor 
father  laughing  about  it.  It  was  odil  to  find  an  Irish 
eml)leni  in  that  out-of-the-way  little  town.  I  have  not 
seen  it  yet,  but  it  is  ludicrous  to  think  that  so  many 
coincidences  can  affect  two  different  children  cast  adrift 
about  the  same  time  in  open  boats  at  the  junction  of  the 
St.  George's  Channel  and  the  North  Atlantic." 

"  It's  the  kind  of  thing  that  doesn't  occur  with  monot- 
onous regularity,"  agreed  Pyne.  "  By  the  way,  I  have 
ju.st  made  an  interesting  discovery  on  my  own  account." 

"Wiat  is  it?" 

"  It  mi(;ht  easily  have  happened  that  not  Enid  — 
sorry  —  I  mean  Edith  —  hut  I  should  have  been  the 
youngster  cast  adrift  in  that  boat. " 

"Yes,  that  is  so,  of  course." 

"  And  I  would  have  grown  up  as  Constance's  brother. 
Guess  things  have  panned  out  all  right  as  it  is." 

It  was  on  the  tip  of  his  uncle's  tongue  to  ask  for  some 
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.xplanation  of  ,hc  very  gratified  tone  in  which  Master 
.arles  „,ade  this  ren  art:,  i,ut  the  head  waite   entld 
solemnly,  with  the  air  „/  resm-tfi.l  an.l  ,)•  ,'^'^' 

-which  only  an  En^hshCtirrt::; 
waiter  can  assume  without  burlesque. 

Beg  pardon,  gentlemen,"  he  said    "hi.t  T  .»,       u. 

"Yes  what  of  her?"  demanded  Traill,  whilst  Pvne 
found  himself  imagining  that  which  caused  h.tha^o 
beat  more  rapidly  than  even  the  fight  for  We  ^10 
saloon  of  the  Chinook.  '^  "  '"  ""= 

;;She  went  out.  sir,  about  an  hour  ago.  and  -" 
Has  she  not  returned ?" 

"No,  sir     A  policeman  has  just  called  to  say  that 

Uncle  and  nephew  glared  at  each  other  as  men  do 

SidTrntlves'*^'""  '''  ^'"'^  ''-'  P^-^-  - 

But  Pyne  shouted: 

"  Where  is  the  policeman  ?  " 

"He  is  down  below,  sir.     Shall  I  bring  him  up ? " 

Se^eant  Jenkins,  however,  was  too  loyal  i  hi, 
fnendsbp  to  Brand  to  tell  them  exactly  how  it  c»n^^ 
about  that  Mrs.  Vansittart  was  shelte^  d  i„  La  'uZm 
Cottage.  He  admitted  that  he  directed  the  lady  tX 
house  m  the  first  instance,  and  that  Mr.  Brand  told  him 
subsequently  to  cor,  ey  the  stated  message  to  tl.:  hotlT 
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Nevertheless,  lie  was  the  richer  for  a  sovereign  as  he 
went  uut. 

Mr.  Traill  1kIih!i1  himself  to  a  whiskey  and  soda. 

"  Here's  to  the  reconciliation  of  Brand  and  his  wife," 
he  .said,  with  a  lighter  tone  and  more  cheerful  manner 
than  he  would  have  deemed  possible  five  minutes 
earlier. 

Pyne  followed  his  example. 

"Say,  uncle,"  he  cried,  "  here's  a  queer  item.  When 
I  first  met  Constance  I  spoke  of  Mrs.  Vansittart,  and  I 
called  her  my  prospective  step-aunt." 

"A  d d  sill;,  name,  too." 

"Constance  scj!.^od  to  think  that,  or  its  feminine 
equivalent.  She  corrected  me,  '  You  mean  your  fian- 
cee's aunt,'  she  said." 

"Oh,  did  she?" 

'Yes,  and  here's  to  her  being  my  fiancee's  mother." 
n,         ^i         *         *         *         *         I* 

With  the  morning  came  doubt.  A  maid,  who  was 
given  charge  of  the  two  children,  told  Pyne  that  Mrs. 
Vansittart  had  been  greatly  upset  the  previous  evening. 
The  girl  was  sure  that  the  lady  had  passed  nearly  an 
hour  in  tears  kneeling  by  the  side  of  her  bed.  Then, 
having  regained  control  of  herself  to  some  extent,  she 
rang  for  the  maid  and  a-sked  at  what  time  the  first  train 
left  for  London  next  day.  She  ordered  her  breakfast 
at  an  hour  which  seemed  to  indicate  her  intention  to 
depart  by  that  train,  said  that  she  would  leave  instruc- 
tions with  Mr.  Pyne  concerning  the  children,  and  gave 
the  maid  two  letters  which  she  had  written.  These 
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were  to  \h!  dclivcro.l  ut  nine  o'clock.     It  «■««  „„«•  „ine 
o'clock.     What  wa.s  to  be  .lone  with  the  letters  .^ 

As  they  were  addre.md  to  Pyne  ami  hi.s  uncle  re- 
.ipcctively,  he  soon  settled  that  point. 

His  letter  read: 

.^W^"i^\^^"^~^  """  '™^'"K  '"'  London  quite 
early  so  I  w.  I  not  see  you  again  in  IVnzan.e.  I  have 
supplied  the  httle  girls  with  all  the  Rttrnients  they  will 
need  during  the  next  few  days.  If,  on  i„,,uiry,  you 
a.sccrtam  that  they  have  no  relatives  anxious,  not  Inerelv 
willing,  to  take  charge  of  them.  I  shall  be  most  plea.so(l 
to  assume  that  responsibility.  In  that  event,  kindly 
write  to  me,  care  of  my  bankers.  ' 

Yours  very  sincerely, 

E.  Vansiitaiit." 

The  communication  to  his  uncle  was  equally  brief 
Mr.  Traill  read  it  to  him.     It  ran: 

"Dear  Mr.  Traill  -  I  cannot  marry  you.  Plea.se 
forgive  me.  I  did  not  rca'ize.  when  you  honored  me 
with  your  proposal,  that  an  insuperable  obstacle  ex- 
isted. "That  IS  all  -  a  lame  explanation  -  but  com- 
plete so  far  a^  it  goes.  A  woman  who  has  wrecked  her 
Me  finds  It  hard  to  choose  her  words. 

Your  sincere  friend, 

E.  Vansittart." 

They  discussed  these  curt  notes  during  brcakfa.st. 
_  "I  do  not  like  their  tone,"  said  Mr.  Traill,  gravely. 
'They  impress  me  as  the  hurried  resolutions  of  a 
woman  driven  .o  extremities.  Were  it  not  for  her  re- 
quest about  the  children,  I  should  think  what  you 
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llicpii(,'lil  la»il  nielli,  Clmrlif.  wlii-ii  thiit  i«)licfnian  tunicd 
lip." 

"I  must  liavf  tclophoiu'd  my  idoiis  l<>  \ou  iiiiKlity 
i|uick,"  wast  till-  ri'tort. 

"  My  <loar  l»>y,  even  ut  this  tiiomi-iit  we  <l<)ii't  know 
ttlint  she  iiitctuU'd  to  dii.  Wliy  did  she  g"  out  ?  What 
is  tlio  nature  of  ber  sudden  illness  ■•  How  comes  it  that 
she  is  at  Brand's  housi-  ? " 

"  I  may  be  mistaken,  hut  I  think  we  will  he  piven 
answers  to  all  your  questions  in  due  time.  Nothing 
really  serious  can  he  amiss,  or  we  sliouhl  have  heard  of 
it  from  Brand  himself.  Now,  will  ynu  'main  on  guard 
here  whilst  I  go  out  with  Klsie  anil  Muiiiie?  The  one 
thing  that  matters  in  their  little  lives  this  morning  a 
that  I  shall  hurry  up  and  go  doll-hunting  with  them." 

"  I  will  hold  the  fort  until  you  return.  You  will  not 
be  long  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  half  an  liour.  Whilst  I  am  out  I  will  make 
some  inquiries  as  to  the  condition  of  our  other  friends 
of  the  Chinook." 

"By  the  way,  many  of  them  must  be  destitute.  It 
is  my  desire,  Charlie,  to  pay  the  expenses  of  any  such  to 
their  destination,  and  equip  them  properly  for  the 
journey." 

"  You  arc  a  first-rater,  uncle,  but  it'll  make  your  arm 
tired  if  you  O.K.  the  bill  all  the  time.  Now  here's  a 
fair  offer.     I..et  me  go  halves." 

"Be  ofl,  you  rascal.  Y'ou  are  keeping  two  ladies 
waiting." 

With  seeming  anxiety  to  atone  for  the  excesses  of  the 
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F.nid  U'cari  an  Oltl  Ornumcul 
w.rk,  til.'  w.iillirr  tliiit  inornirif;  jiislili.d  llii'  daliii  i.f 
(  c.riiw  nil  lo  I.,.  111.'  »iiinni,.r  laiul  «f  KiiKlan.l.  'I'lir  sun 
sli.inc  fniiii  a  h\w  sky  fl<Tki(l  w llli  wliil,.  .loiids.  'I'lic 
WHt.-rs  of  Mount's  May  sparkl..!  and  .laiKr.l  in  iiiinla- 
tuiy  wavelets,  'I'li,.  air  was  si.  niil<l.  tin-  teni|KTntnro 
so  ciual.le,  thai  i(  was  liaril  to  eredit  sea  Hn<l  wind  with 
the  Inivoe  of  the  iirecedinj;  days. 

The  (;uir  H(Hk  disaster  did  not  stand  alone  in  the 
recorils  of  (lie  hurrieano.  Kven  tlie  day's  paiK-rs  con- 
tained l>elate<l  accounts  of  casualties  on  the  con-sfs  of 
\onnan<ly,  llollan<l,  an.l  far-off  Dennuirk.  IJut  no- 
where else  had  there  heen  su<h  loss  of  life,  whilst  re- 
newed interest  was  evoke.l  hy  llie  fiiud  rehef  of  all  the 
survivors, 

I'yne's  app»-arnncc  outside  the  sitlinjr-rootn  «n.i 
luiilcd  with  a  yell.  XotwithstandiuR  her  own  |)erplexi- 
fies,  Mrs.  Vansiftart  had  taken  fjood  care  that  the  chil- 
dren were  well  provided  for.  Tlic-y  were  heautifully 
dresseil,  and  the  smiling  maid  who  freed  them  from 
r...nt'  :  •'  T  the  door  opened  said  that  they  might  go 
'  kets,  the  day  was  so  fine. 

••e    ..       ,       .  the  stairs,  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth 
and  II  ,leligiite<l  youngster  clinging  to  each  hand. 

In  the  hall  he  encountered  a  dozen  journalists  waiting 
to  <levour  him.  They  had  failed  to  penetrate  the  .stra- 
tegic screen  interposed  hy  the  head  waiter.  Now  the 
enemy  wa,s  unmasked  and  they  advanced  to  the  attack. 
Pyne  was  ready  for  them.  He  had  already  outlined 
his  defence. 
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"  Will  one  of  you  gentlemen,  representing  all,  kindly 
give  me  a  word  in  private  ?  "  he  asked. 

This  was  readily  agreed  to. 

"  Now  this  is  the  deal  I  will  make,"  he  said,  when  the 
two  were  isolated.  "  I  will  meet  you  all  here  in  an 
hour's  time.  I  will  be  interviewed,  sketched,  snap- 
shotted, give  you  locks  of  my  hair,  my  autograph,  my 
views  on  the  Far  East,  the  next  Presidential  election, 
and  the  fiscal  question,  if  you  bind  yourself  to  one 
thing." 

"  And  that  is  ?  " 

"  Among  the  passengers  saved  from  the  Chinook  is  a 
Mrs.  Vansittart.  She  is  very  ill,  and  is  being  cared  for 
by  Mr.  Brand  and  his  daughters.  Make  no  reference 
to  her  in  any  way  whatever  beyond  including  her  name 
in  the  published  lists.  Promise  that  and  I'll  talk  a 
page." 

"  I  am  sure  I  can  agree  without  consulting  my  col- 
leagues," said  the  surprised  reporter. 

" Come  along,  kids,"  said  Pyne.  "I  am  delivered 
bound  to  the  torture." 

He  passed  out  into  the  street,  when  Elsie's  sharp 
eyes,  searching  for  a  shop,  suddenly  caught  sight  of 
Enid  hurrying  towards  the  hotel. 

The  child  ran  to  meet  her,  and  Enid,  flushed  with 
excitement,  began  to  explain  that  Mrs.  Vansittart  was 
in  bed,  suffering  from  collapse  and  in  a  feverish  state. 
The  doctor's  verdict  was  that  she  was  in  some  danger, 
but  would  recover  if  carefully  tended  and  kept  in  abso- 
lute quiet. 
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Enid  Wears  an  Old  Ornament 

"  Is  Constance  with  her  ?  "  asked  Pvne 

"Yes."  '     ' 

"And  where  is  Mr.  Brand?" 

"  He  will  be  here  soon.  He  asked  me  to  call  —  and 
tell  you  -  and  Mr.  Traill  -  what  had  happened." 

Enid's  .speech  was  not  prone  to  trip.  Pyne's  eyes 
gleamed  into  hers. 

"Mr.  Brand  asked  you  to  see  my  uncle?"  he  said 
cautiously." 

"Yes,"  she  faltered. 

"  Did  he  say  anything  else  ?  " 

'Yes  —  cousin." 

"  Let  me  take  you  right  in.  I  guess  it  would  make  a 
sensation  if  I  -  here,  Mamie,  ju.t  hug  Miss  Enid  good 
and  hard  for  me,  will  you  ?  " 

Whilst  the  children  waited  in  the  hall,  he  accompa- 
nied the  girl  up  the  stairs  and  threw  open  the  door  of 
the  sitting-room. 

"  Here  is  somebody  you  want  to  see,  uncle  ?  "  he  cried, 
and  rejoined  the  little  ones. 

"Hoo-roosh!"  he  yelped.  "Now  let's  buy  a  toy- 
store." 

Enid  and  her  father  faced  each  other  for  some  seconds 
m  silent  bewilderment.  Then  Mr.  Traill  rose  and 
came  near  to  her.  She  did  not  know  what  to  do  or  say. 
This  tall,  stately  man  was  one  who  should  be  dearer  to 
her  than  anyone  else  in  the  worid.  She  was  his  daugh- 
ter, yet  they  were  strangers  one  to  the  other. 

"l  —  l~"  How  could  she  utter  conventional 
words  in  such  a  moment  ?  Her  lips  quivered  and  tears 
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trembled  in  her  eyes.  Then  he  knew.  The  lace  around 
her  white  neck  was  fastened  with  a  little  gold  brooch 
bearing  a  four-leafed  shamrock  in  emeralds.  He 
looked  at  her  with  a  profound  reverence,  and  caught 
her  by  the  shoulders. 

"  My  dear,"  he  murmured,  "  you  are  very  like  your 
mother." 

"  I  am  glad,"  she  said,  and  kissed  him. 
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CHAPTEIl  XIX 

THE  HOUSE  THAT  STOOD  UPON  A 
ROCK 

A  WEEK  passed.     In  the  fickle  memory  of  th^  outer 
world  the  story  of  the  Gulf  Rock  lighthouse  wa.,  be- 
comix^  mellow  with  age.     Men  now  talked  of  war  in 
Africa,  of  the  Yellow  Peril,  of  some  baccarat  squabble 
in  a  West-end  club.     But  its  vitaUty  lingered  in  Pen- 
zance    There  were  side  issues  which  Pyne's  device  had 
kept  from  the  public  ken,  but  which  the  town's  folk 
pondered.     Lady  Margaret  Stanhope,  obeying  her  son', 
behests  tantalized  her  friends  by  smiling  serenely  and 
telhng  them  nothing  when  they  pestered  her  with  ques- 
tions.    That  is  to  say,  she  spoke  not  one  word  about 
the  lady  who  was  being  nursed  back  to  health  in  the 
lighthouse-keeper's  cottage,  but  filled  their  souls  with 
bitterness  when  she  hinted  at  marvels  concerning  Con- 
stance and  Enid. 

In  such  a  small  place,  where  every  man's  affairs  are 
canvassed  by  his  neighbors,  it  was  impossible  to  prevent 
an  atmosphere  of  mystery  from  clinging  to  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart.  Again,  the  gossips  were  greatly  concerned 
about  Emd.  For  a  young  woman  "in  her  position" 
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to  be  engaged  to  an  officer  in  the  Royal  Navy  and  ad- 
mitted to  the  sacred  ranks  of  the  aristocracy  was  a  won- 
derful thing  in  itself.  But  that  she  should  be  on  open 
terms  of  the  greatest  intimacy  not  alone  with  the  elderly 
Mr.  Traill,  but  with  his  good-looking  nephew,  even 
calling  the  latter  "  Charlie  "  and  treating  him  as  a  near 
relative,  was  an  amazing  circumstance  only  surpassed 
by  the  complacency  with  which  Lady  Marparet  and 
her  son  regarded  it. 

The  actors  in  this  comedy  seemed  to  be  subUmely 
'i:<iifferent  to  pubKc  opinion.  That  was  the  worst  of 
l>  Enid  was  escorted  about  the  town  by  each  and  all 
i>t  the  men  at  all  hours.  Now  she  was  at  the  hospital, 
cheering  Bates  and  Jackson  or  the  injured  people  from 
the  wreck,  now  arranging  for  the  departure  of  some  of 
the  poorer  survivors  when  they  were  able  to  travel,  now 
flitting  over  to  Marazion  to  see  Jim  Spence,  and  once 
actually  visiting  Mr.  Jones,  the  inn-keeper. 

At  last  a  part  of  the  secret  eked  out.  Enid  went  with 
her  father  to  ask  how  Mr.  Emmett,  the  sick  chief  otti- 
cer,  was  getting  on.  They  found  him  smoking  in  the 
front  garden  of  the  house  in  which  Brand  had  lodged 
him. 

He  started  when  he  saw  them  approaching,  and 
his  weather-beaten  face  wore  the  puzzled  look  with 
which  he  regarded  Enid  one  night  on  the  lighthouse 
stairs. 

Traill  noticed  the  sailor's  covert  glances  at  Enid,  so 
he  said: 

"  By  the  way,  Mr.  Emmett,  you  were  on  the  Britannic 
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when  my  wife  and  I,  her  sister,  and  hvo  ( hildren,  c  ame 
to  England  before  the  Esmeralda  was  lost  ? " 

"Yes,  sir."     He  paused. 

During  many  an  Atlantic  crossing  he  and  Mr.  Traill 
had  talked  of  that  last  joyous  journey,  when  he,  a  boy 
who  had  ju,st  joined  the  service,  sat  at  their  table,  as  wm 
the  custom  of  junior  officers  in  those  years. 

Mr.  Traill  smiled.  He  knew  what  was  in  the  other 
man's  mind. 

"Do  you  see  a  likeness  in  this  young  lady  to  anyone 
you  have  ever  known  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Well,  sir,  I  hope  it  will  not  hurt  your  feelings,  and 
it's  a  good  many  years  ago  now,  but  I  could  have  sworn 
—  well,  I  must  out  with  it.  She  is  the  living  image  of 
your  wife." 

"Indeed,  that  cannot  hurt  my  feelings,  as  she  is  her 
daughter." 

"Her  daughter!    Your  daughter!"  gasped  Emmett. 

A  small  serving-maid,  with  the  ears  of  a  rabbit,  was 
listening  spell-bound  at  the  open  window.  Here,  in- 
deed, was  a  choice  tit-bit  for  the  milkman,  and  the  post- 
man, and  the  butcher's  and  grocer's  boys.  From  this 
lower  current  the  stream  of  talk  flowed  upwards  until 
it  reached  the  august  drawing-room  of  Mrs.  Taylor- 
Smith. 

She  drove  in  frantic  haste  to  Lady  Margaret's  villa, 
and  fired  questions  broadside. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Jack's  mother,  suavely.  "  It  is  quite 
true.  Of  course  I  have  known  it  from  the  first.  Ac- 
cording to  present  arrangements  the  marriage  will  take 
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place  in  the  spring.     Enid's  marriage  settlement  will  be 
nearly  quarter  of  a  million." 

Like  most  women,  she  loved  that  word.  A  million, 
even  in  tractions,  is  .so  glib,  yet  so  unattainable. 

The  only  person  who  was  slightly  dissatisfied  with 
the  progress  of  events  was  Pyne.  Con.stance  never 
appeared.  She  shared  with  Mrs.  Sheppard  the  care  of 
her  mother.  Enid,  blithe  and  guileless  in  the  pubUc 
eye,  did  the  house-keeping  and  represented  the  house- 
hold. 

Brand,  too,  save  for  a  couple  of  visits  to  the  hotel,  re- 
mained invisible.  He  did  not  mention  Mrs.  Vansit- 
tart's  name.  He  was  pale  and  worn,  a  man  at  war 
with  himself.  The  young  Philadelphian  —  for  Pyne's 
family  home  was  in  the  Quaker  City,  though  his  estate 
lay  principally  in  New  York  —  was  not  pleased  by  the 
slight  signs  perceptible  behind  the  screen  of  Brand's 
reserve. 

"  Constance  takes  after  her  father,"  he  told  himself. 
"There  may  be  trouble  about  her  mother.  In  the 
scurry  I  may  get  left.     I  must  think  this  out." 

At  last  came  a  day  of  warm  sunshine,  when  Enid  an- 
nounced that  the  invalid,  by  the  doctor's  orders,  was 
carried  downstairs. 

"  Has  Mr.  Brand  seen  her  yet  ? "  asked  Pyne. 

"No,"  replied  Enid,  with  a  little  cloud  on  her  fair 
face.  "  He  never  mentions  her.  And  how  we  wish  he 
would.  He  is  suffering,  but  keeps  silent,  and  neither 
Constance  nor  I  can  make  any  suggestion," 

"  But  what  will  be  the  outcome  ?  " 
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niow  can  I  toll?    That  ni^ht  -  after  ,ve  Mi  iUe 

hotel  -  he  told  us  the  story  of  his  marrie.l  life.     It  .lid 

not  seem  to  be  utterly  impossible  to  straighten  u.atters. 

but  we  knew  nothing  of  her  career  during  so  many  years. 

Was  she  married  again?    I  have  asked  my  father      He 

believes  she  was,  but  is  not  certain." 
"Father"  was  Mr.  Traill;  Brand  remained  "dad." 

Ihus  did  Enid  solve  the  difficulty. 

"Is  she  aware  that  Constance  knows  she  is  her 
mother  ?  " 

"We  think  so.  Indeed,  we  are  sure.  She  has  been 
so  .11.  and  ,s  yet  so  fragile,  that  we  dare  not  excite  her 
in  the  least  degree.  So  Constance  has  been  ven-  care- 
ful, but  every  look,  every  syllable,  shows  that  her 
mother  is  in  no  doubt  on  that  point." 

"It's  a  pretty  hard  nut  to  crack,"  said  Pyne  He 
blew  cgar  smoke  into  rings.  Seemingly  the  operation 
aided  reflection. 

"Say,  Enid,"  he  went  on.  "If  the  weather  is  fine 
tomorrow,  do  you  think  Connie  would  come  out  for  a 
dnve  ? 

"  I  don't  know.  Certainly  she  needs  some  fresh  air. 
What  between  her  anxiety  and  her  mother's  illness,  thev 
are  beginning  to  look  like  sisters." 

"Just  mention  to  Connie,  in  her  father's  presence, 
that  If  the  sun  shines  at  eleven,  I  will  l,e  along  in  a  do.r- 
cart.  Mrs.  Vansittart  wiU  be  downstairs  by  that 
time? 

"Yes." 

"And  if  Connie  comes  out  with  me,  you  just  find  an 
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errand  in  town.  Rope  Jack  into  the  scheme,  or  any 
old  dodge  of  that  sort.  Take  care  Mr.  Brand  knows 
of  it.     By  the  way,  send  Mrs.  Sheppard  out  too." 

"  What  in  the  world  —  " 

"You're  just  too  pretty  lo  think  hard,  Enid.  It 
causes  wrinkles.     Do  as  I  ask,  there's  a  good  girl." 

Enid  was  delif^hted  to  find  that  Brand  strongly  sup- 
ported the  sugg.  ition  that  Constance  should  take  the 
drive.  Pync,  sharp  on  time,  drew  up  a  smart  pony  in 
front  of  the  cottage,  and  did  not  twitch  a  muscle  when 
Constance,  veiled  and  gloved,  ran  down  the  pathway. 

"  Excuse  me  getting  down,"  said  Pyne.  "  I  dis- 
pensed with  a  groom.  I  guess  you  know  the  roads 
round  here." 

She  climbed  to  the  seat  beside  him. 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  take  this  trouble,"  she  said, 
and  when  he  looked  at  her  a  slight  color  was  visible 
through  the  veil. 

"  How  is  your  mother  ?  "  he  asked,  abruptly. 

He  felt,  rather  than  saw,  her  start  of  surprise. 

She  did  not  expect  the  relationshio  to  be  acknowl- 
edged with  such  sudden  candor. 

"She  is  much  better,"  she  assured  him. 

"That's  all  right,"  he  announced,  as  if  a  load  were 
off  his  mind.  And  then,  somewhat  to  her  mystifica- 
tion, he  entertained  her  with  the  news. 

Elsie  and  Mamie  had  quitted  Penzance  the  previous 
evening,  an  aunt  having  traveled  from  Boston  as  soon 
as  the  first  tidings  of  the  wreck  reached  her. 

"  She  was  a  young,  nice-looking  aunt,  too,"  he  said, 
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kidl,W.''    "^"'  '  ^'"^  '"^^^"'  '-'  "f  "-  two 
"The  association  of  ideas  might  prove  helpful,"  she 
suggested,  with  a  touch  of  her  old  manner. 

nght  off.  and  then  we  could  all  live  together  sociably." 
Oh!    And  what  did  the  lady  .say?" 
"She  thought  it  wa.s  a  great  joke,  until  I  .said  that 
unfortunately  I  had  made  other  arrangements      Then 
«he  jessed  her  nieces  had  got  a  bit  oul  of  hand  " 

ken  ?    Enid  has  not  had  a  moment  to  give  me  details 
of  events  since  we  landed." 

From  that  point  their  conversation  dealt  with  gener- 
aht  es.  Soon  the  girl  perceived  his  intent.  Hif  Lie 
trr  ""  *°  P'""^  »■"  «'  ''"  ease,  to  make  he"e 

vanquished  .f  aced  with  a  smile.     She  ..sponded  to  W 
mood,  and  enlivened  the  drive  with  comments  on  Z 
people  they  met  and  the  houses  and  villages  they  passed 
Forjwo  hours  the  world  went  well  because  it  w'as  it 

Enid,  the  conspirator,  waited  until  the  pair  in  the 
mom  at  the  back  of  the  cottage  where  Brand  pMended 
i^.^^X^'"''  '"  ^"""P'""^  ^  -'»««^  -o-t  of 

coZLT'"'  °"'  '"'•"  ^"^  ^''''^-  *'^'"«  '"  "PI--  - 
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'All  right,"  he  answered,  laying  down  his  pijw. 

"  I  only  came  to  tell  you  because  Mrs.  Sheppard  is 
out,  too." 

Obviously  Enid  was  determined  that  if  I'yne's  calcu- 
lations were  worth  anything  they  should  have  fair  play. 

"  Oh,"  he  commented  sharply,  "  l>ut  the  maid  is  in  ?  " 

"  Yes.  She  is  such  a  stupid  girl  in  some  things.  If 
—  if  our  guest  rings  you  will  hear  her.  Would  you 
mind  asking  Mary  what  it  is  in  case  she  gets  muddled  ?  " 

He  glanced  at  her.  She  was  pulling  on  her  gloves, 
and  va.stly  bothered  by  a  refractory  button. 

"  If  I  hear  the  bell,  I  will  in(|uire,"  he  said,  and  she 
escaped,  feeling  quite  wicked. 

When  he  was  alone,  he  did  not  resume  his  task.  In 
the  next  room,  separated  from  him  only  by  a  brick  wall, 
was  his  wife.  A  wall !  Why  should  there  always  be  a 
wall  between  them  ?  It  was  not  of  his  building.  Had 
she  made  it  impassable  during  the  long  years?  And 
what  would  be  the  outcome,  now  that  Constance  was  in 
daily  communion  with  her  mother?  The  doctor,  in 
kindly  ignorance,  had  told  him  that  Mrs.  Vansittart 
was  convalescent  and  would  be  able  to  travel  in  a  few 
days.  In  response  to  a  question,  the  doctor  added  that 
the  lady  herself  asked  when  she  might  be  moved. 

What  was  her  plan  ?  Mr.  Traill,  that  day,  had  writ- 
ten him  a  sympathetic  letter,  mentioning  the  fact  that 
Mrs.  Vansittart  had  voluntarily  rescinded  her  promise 
to  marry  him,  and,  indeed,  judged  by  the  light  of  present 
knowledge,  hp""  determined  on  that  course  since  she 
first  knew  thai  ucr  former  husband  was  Uving. 
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Mrn.  Shcppnril's  nintroiily  cyi-,  kiuK'kod  iil  the  door  of 
llie  »ittin){-nM)iii.  He  heard  her  dehver  his  iiiessnge. 
'I'hcre  was  nci  audible  answer.  He  was  lanieiitiiig  liis 
folly,  hoping  against  hoin-  that  no  ill  resnlls  niiglit  he 
forthcoming  to  the  invalid  lluis  taken  hy  surprise,  when 
he  caught  Mary's  formal  "  Ye.t'm,"  and  the  girl  came  to 
him. 

"  Ploa.se,  sir,"  she  said,  "  the  lady  soys  she  is  anxious 
to  see  you." 

Ho  walkeil  firmly  to  the  door,  ojK'ned  it  and  entered. 
Ho  had  mode  U]>  his  mind  what  to  soy  and  how  to  soy 
it.  It  woulil  he  best  to  osk  his  wife  to  discuss  matters 
in  a  frien<lly  spirit,  and,  for  their  daughter's  .sake,  agree 
to  .some  arrangement  whereby  (\)nstonee  should  .see  her 
occasionally.  There  need  be  no  tears,  no  recrimina- 
tions, no  painful  raking  through  the  dust-heaps  of  the 
vani.shcd  years.  The  passion,  the  agony,  of  the  old 
days  was  dead.  Their  .secret  had  been  well  kept.  It 
was  known  only  to  tho.se  whom  they  could  trust,  arul 
they  might  part  witliout  heart-burnings,  whilst  Con- 
stance would  be  spared  the  suffering  nl'  knowing  that 
her  mother  and  she  were  separated  forever. 

These  things  were  well  ordered  in  his  brain  when  he 
looked  at  his  wife.  She  was  seated  near  the  window, 
and  her  beautiful  eyes,  brilliant  as  ever,  wore  fixed  on 
his  with  harrowing  intensity.  They  slione  with  the 
dumb  pain  of  a  wounded  animal. 

He  walked  towards  her  and  held  out  his  hand.     Her 
illness  hod  brought  out  certain  resemblances  to  Con- 
stance.    She  looked  younger,  as  some  women  do  look 
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after  illnesj..     Siin-I.v  h.-  .-..iild  n<.t.  cvni  liml  li.-  t.nr- 
l><>rc.l  (ho  llu)ii>{lil.  lis,,  rnicl  «or.ls  I.,  this  wmi,  striikni 
woman,  tlir  wife  wIk.iii  In-  Im.l  lovi-d  aii<i  lor  wlioiii  ho 
had  suffered. 

■■Nam-tto,"  he  .sai<l,  witli  utmost  genlleness,  "do  not 
1m'  distresse<l.  Indeed,  there  is  no  reason  wliy  our 
meeting  sh(mhl  he  painful.  It  is  l«-lter  that  we  should 
liave  a  (|uiet  talk  than  tliat  we  should  purl  again  in 
anger  and  hittemess." 

She  eaught  his  hand  in  hoti,  of  hers.  Still  she  said 
nothing.  Her  large  eyes  gazed  up  al  him  as  if  she 
sought  lo  read  in  his  fme  the  thoughts  he  might  m.t 
utter,  the  memories  he  might  not  recall.  Her  lips  di.s- 
tended.  He  .saw  her  mouth  twitching  at  the  corners. 
"  Nanette,"  he  said  again,  though  his  voice  was  m>t 
well  under  control,  and  something  rose  in  his  throat  ami 
stifled  him.  "  I  appeal  to  you  not  to  give  wav  to  —  to 
emotion.  You  may  —  become  ill  again  —  and  1  would 
never  forgive  myself." 

Still  clinging  to  his  hand,  she  sank  on  her  knees  by 
his  side.  But  there  was  no  wild  burst  of  tears;  her  .sor- 
row was  loo  deep  for  such  kindly  aid. 

"Stephen,"  .she  whispered  faintly,  "I  cannot  ask  you 
to  forget,  but  you  have  spoken  of  forgiveness.  Can 
you  forgive?" 

He  bent  over  her  and  would  have  raise.l  her;  she 
clung  to  him  with  such  energy  that  he  desisted. 

"My  poor  wife!"  he  munnured,  "who  am  I  that  I 
should  deny  that  which  I  hope  to  obtain  from  my 
Creator." 
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'  I5ut  —  "  she  panted,  in  that  unneiring  whisper  — 
"  I  treated  you  so  vilely.  I  left  you  to  join  the  man  you 
had  fought  to  save  me.  I  deserted  my  husband  and 
my  child  for  the  sake  of  the  money  he  bequeathed  to 
me.  In  the  lust  of  wealth  I  strove  to  erush  you  out  of 
my  heart.  And  now  that  God  has  humbled  me  I  mu.st 
humble  myself.  Stephen,  I  am  not  your  wife.  I 
obtained  a  divorce  —  " 

"Nanette,"  he  cried,  "I  cannot  bear  to  see  you 
kneeling  at  my  feet.  I  ask  no  revelations.  I  forgive 
you  any  wrong  you  may  have  done  me,  fully  and  freely, 
as  I  hope  to  be  forgiven." 

She  yielded  to  his  pleading  and  allowed  him  to  raise 
her.     For  an  instant  she  was  clasped  to  his  breast. 

"  It  would  be  happiness  to  die  in  your  arms,  Stephen," 
she  said  wildly.  "I  do  not  deserve  it,  I  know,  but 
Heaven  is  merciful." 

Tlie  dreadful  idea  possessed  him  that  in  her  weak 
state  this  passionate  wish  might  be  granted. 

"  Nanette ! "  he  cried,  "  you  must  control  yourself.    If 
you  will  not  promise  to  sit  down  and  talk  quietly  I  will 
leave  you." 
She  obeyed  him  instantly. 

"I  don't  care  how  much  you  scold  me,"  she  said, 
'  but  you  must  not  go  away.  I  meant  to  see  you  before 
I  left  Penzance.  I  came  here  that  night.  I  looked 
through  the  window.  I  saw  my  daughter  and  her 
adopted  sister  listening  to  you  and  weeping  because  of  a 
mother's  shame.  Then  I  must  have  lost  my  senses.  I 
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ran  away.     1  retnon.l.er  nothinf;  else  until  I  woke  up  to 
ftna  Constance  c-ari.,K  f<'r  me  -  in  your  l.ousc  " 

He  tried  to  break  in  upon  the  tren.l  of  l.er  thought. 
lhi.s  was  by  no  n.eans  the  line  he  ha<l  intended  to  pur- 
sue. II,s  hope  was  to  swthc  and  ealni  her,  to  part 
from  her  in  an.ity  an<I  without  giving  her  cause  to  de- 
plore a  loss  of  dignity. 

"I  am  only  too  phased  that  wlien  illness  overtook 
>-ou  you  were  eon.mitted  to  n.y  eare  and  to  Constanee. 
1  oor  girl!     She  thought  you  were  dead." 

"  Did  you  tell  her  that  ? " 

"No  but  I  allowed  it  to  be  assumed,  which  is  the 
same  thing." 

"  When  did  she  know  the  truth  ? " 
"In  the  hotel  -  after  you  left  the  room.     I  had  to 
say  something.     It    ,  as  -  better  -  for  you  -  that   I 
should  say  you  were  my  wife." 

"So,  even  in  that  trying  mo.neni,  you  strove  to  shield 
me  from  unjust  suspicions.  Stephen,  how  could  I  have 
acted  towards  you  as  I  did  ? " 

Again  he  endeavored  to  lead  lier  to  talk  of  the  future 
rather  than  the  past. 

"There  is  one  great  surprise  in  store  for  you  "  he 

Tf     -r  "  :?■"'  '1  ''  "  P''"'^"*  """  '"  ^"^"i-  ^^"y-     Enid  is 
Mr.  Tradl  s  daughter." 

"I  am  glad,"  she  said  simply.  "I  do  not  under- 
stand, but  you  must  tell  me  another  time.  Just  now 
I  can  think  only  of  you,  and  of  n.yself.  You  must  lis' 
ten  Stephen.  I  will  do  all  that  you  demand,  hide  my- 
self anywhere,  but  you  must  know  everything.  When 
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we  parted,  when  I  deaertoil  you  to  iiiirso  a  dying  man, 
I  was  foolish  anil  wilful,  hut  not  wholly  abandoned. 
Nor  have  I  ever  been.  I  was  rich  enough  to  gratify  my 
whims,  and,  for  a  time,  I  lived  in  Paris,  on  the  Riviera, 
in  Florence  and  in  Biarritz.  But  I  was  always  meeting 
people  who  knew  you,  and,  although  my  wealth,  and 
perhaps  my  goo<l  looks,  kept  me  in  a  certain  set,  I  felt 
that  our  friends  invariably  took  your  side  and  despised 
me.  That  embittered  me  the  more.  At  last  your 
father  died,  and  I  saw  .some  vague  reference  to  your 
disappearance  from  society.  I  employed  agents  to  trace 
you.  They  failed.  Then  I  went  to  America  and 
lived  on  a  ranch  in  Nebraska,  where  I  obtained  a  di- 
vorce from  you  on  the  ground  of  desertion.  Deser- 
tion, Stephen!    That  was  the  plea  I  raised." 

She  gave  a  mocking  little  laugh.  Brand,  thinking  it 
best  to  fall  in  with  her  mood,  sat  in  silence  on  a  chair 
which  he  had  drawn  close  tci  the  window.  From  his 
house  he  could  see  the  wide  sweep  of  Mount's  Bay. 
The  Trinity  tender  was  steaming  out  from  the  harbor. 
It  struck  him  as  an  extraordinary  fact  that  this  was  the  day 
of  his  relief  had  he  served  his  full  two  months  on  the  rock. 

Today,  by  his  own  design,  the  second  era  of  his 
checkered  career  would  have  come  to  a  peaceful  close. 
Within  a  little  while  he  would  have  taken  Constance, 
and  Enid,  if  unmarried,  on  that  long-contemplated 
Continental  tour.  But  the  hurricane  came,  when  "  the 
blast  of  the  terrible  ones  is  as  a  .storm,"  and  the  pillar, 
the  refuge  of  his  distress,  became  the  centre  of  influences 
destined  to  mold  his  life  afresh. 
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Wliat  did  it  all  mean?  He  bowed  his  fare  into  his 
hands.  He  heard  his  wife's  low,  sweet  voice  continue: 
"I  lived  there  nearly  six  years.  Then  my  manager 
died.  He  was  an  Englishman  named  Vansittart. 
Within  a  month  his  wife  died.  There  was  some  fever 
about  the  place,  and  I  became  frightened.  A  longing 
for  the  old  life  seized  me,  and  I  went  East,  but  not  a.s 
Mrs.  Brand,  the  name  which  I  always  bore  in  Nebraska. 
I  had  done  with  it  and  with  you,  as  I  thought  —  Con- 
•stance  never  entered  my  n.iml  save  as  a  feeble  memory 
—  .so  I  became  Mrs.  Etta  ^'ansitta^t." 

Brand  raised  his  head  and  looked  at  her  again.     She 
was  speaking  now  in  a  curiously  subdued  tone.     She 
was  giving  evidence  against  herself,  and  giving  it  truly. 
"  In  Newport,  Saratoga,  and  the  Adirondacks  in  sum- 
mer, in  New  York  during  the  winter,  I  lived  in  a  drowsy 
content.     People  who  take  drugs  nuist  reach  that  state, 
but  their  condition  is  pitiable  when  they  are  aroused! 
Many  men  asked  me  to  marry  them.     I  liuighed  at  the 
idea.     A',  last  I  met  Mr.  Traill.     We  were  friendly  for 
quite  fr  c  years.     I  came  to  Europe,  to  the  Engadine, 
where  1  found  that  Mrs.  Stcplicn  Brand's  troubled  life 
was  forgotten,  but  Mrs.  Vansittart,  the  rich  widow,  was 
popular.     There  I  saw  Mr.  Traill  again.     He  offered 
me  marriage,  and  I  fancied  it  would  be  well  to  ally  my- 
self with  a  man  .so  distinguished  and  widely  known  on 
both  sides  of  the  Atlantic.     I  did  not  love  him.     I  re- 
spected and  admired  him  —  that  was  all.     I  accepted 
him,  but  stipulated  that  I  should  go  back  to  the  States 
and  wind  up  my  affairs  there,  returning  to  Paris  for  the 
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wedding.  That  was  necessary,  if  I  would  maintain  my 
deception.  So,  Stephen,  after  a  lifetime  of  vagary  and 
wandering,  this  is  the  result,  I  am  bespattered  by  the 
mud  of  m;-  own  acts;  I  see  my  forgotten  daughter  grown 
to  beautiful  womanhood;  I  meet  my  husband,  whom  I 
might  have  loved  and  honored,  patiently  following  the 
path  into  which  my  neurotic  impulses  drove  him.  Ste- 
phen, do  you  think  my  punishment  is  completed?" 

The  bitter  self-condemnation  in  her  voice  was  not 
defiant  but  subdued.  She  had  traveled  far  in  spirit 
through  the  Vale  of  Tears  since  the  Gulf  Rock  barred 
her  onward  progress. 

Though  she  asked  a  question  she  seemed  to  expect  no 
answer.  Brand,  thinking  to  render  her  task  less  try- 
ing, was  still  looking  tlirough  the  window  and  watching 
the  steady  churning  of  the  tender  towards  Cam  du  and 
thence  to  the  lighthouse. 

At  last  he  spoke: 

"  When  I  entered  this  room,"  he  said,  "  I  meant  to 
avoid  a  scene  which  must  have  been  as  exhausting  to 
you  as  it  is  painful  to  me.  Yet  as  it  happens,  it  is  well 
for  both  of  us  that  you  have  hfted  the  veil  from  what 
has  gone  before.  Now  it  should  be  dropped— for- 
ever." 

"Tell  me  what  you  wish  me  to  do.     I  will  obey." 
"Don't  you  think  it  will  be  better  if  we  defer  a  finaf 

settlement  ?    You  have  already  taxed  your  frail  powers 

beyond  their  limit." 
"No,  Stephen.     Speak  now.     I  will  not  faint  nor 

yield  to  weakness.     I  will  live.     Ha,ve  no  fear.     Death 
[334  I 


The  House  That  Stood  Upon  a  Rock 

(Iocs  not  come  as  a  skilful  hoalor  of  the  wounded  con- 
scienro.  It  may  \w  sought,  and  I  have  thought  of  that. 
But  Constance  would  suffer,  and,  if  it  will  spare  her 
pain,  I  will  endure  to  the  end.  Surely  I  owe  her  that 
reparation.  I  committed  moral  suicide  once  in  niv 
life.     Let  it  suffice!" 

The  fixed  plan  of  the  study,  with  its  carefully  ar- 
ranged phra.ses,  was  not  so  readily  acceptable  to  the 
man  now.  What  would  become  of  his  wife  if  he  drove 
her  forth,  this  time  of  his  own  accord,  to  live  in  mourn- 
ful solitude,  brooding  over  a  wasted  life  and  looking 
forward  only  to  an  occasional  visit  from  her  daughter  ? 

A  host  of  impossible  ideas  jostled  in  his  brain.  lie 
-strove  desperately  to  find  some  easy  way  of  suggesting 
the  settlement  which  appealed  to  him  as  the  fitting  one, 
but  his  soul  revolted  from  the  notion  of  fornmlating  a 
decree  of  banishment  against  this  etherial,  ghost-like 
creature  who  had  been  thrust  back  into  his  very  keeping 
from  out  the  heart  of  the  storm. 

He  stood  up  and  faced  her,  careless  whether  or  not 
the  stress  of  inward  conflict  in  his  eyes  belied  the  calm 
gravity  of  Ids  words. 

"  Perhaps  you  are  stronger  than  I,"  he  said.  "  We 
must  meet  again,  tomorrow  or  next  day.  Some  of  the 
young  people  will  be  returning  soon.  If  you  wish  it,  I 
will  not  tell  them  I  have  seen  you." 

"It  is  for  you  to  decide,  Stephen." 

She  seemed  to  be  quite  hopeless,  resigned  to  any  twist 
or  turn  of  fate.     Here  was  a  broken  woman,  indeed, 
and  the  spectacle  was  torturing.     He  had  never  under- 
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stood  her  as  a  bright  young  girl  and  a  bride  of  nineteen. 
He  did  not  understand  her  now.  A  man  of  liis  oalv-likc 
qualities  eould  not  grasp  the  nature  of  a  woman  who 
bent  as  a  reed  before  each  puff  of  wind. 

It  was  hard  to  utter  even  a  commonplace  farewell. 
She  held  him  by  her  very  helplessness.  But  the  rapid 
trot  of  a  horse  caught  his  ears,  and,  whilst  he  stood  ir- 
resolute, he  saw  Constance  alighting  from  the  dog-cart. 
His  wife  looked  out,  too.  Tlu-^  heard  their  daughter 
laughingly  regret  that  .she  could  not  ask  Mr.  Pyne  to 
luncheon  —  meals  were  irregular  events  just  then. 

Brand  felt  a  timid  hand  grasping  his,  and  a  choking 
sob  proclaimed  that  Constance's  mother  was  crying. 

He  stooped  with  a  motion  that  was  almost  a  caress. 

"  Don't  cry,"  he  said.     "  I  cannot  bear  it." 

"  I  can  bear  anything,  Stephen,"  .she  sobbed,  "  if  only 
you  will  let  me  stay  with  you  forever." 

"  Do  you  mean  that,  Nanette .' "  he  gasped,  incredu- 
lously. 

"  I  have  prayed,  yes,  dared  to  pray,  that  it  might  be  so 
ever  since  I  saw  my  child.  She  has  brought  us  together 
again.  Let  us  not  part,  for  her  sake,  and  for  mine, 
Stephen,  if  it  is  not  too  late." 

So  Constance,  hastening  up  the  garden  path,  could 
not  beUeve  her  eyes  when  she  saw  her  father  hft  her 
mother  into  his  arms  and  kiss  her. 

Mary,  the  maid,  never  ceased  wondering  why  eveiy 

other  member  of  her  sex  in  Laburnum  Cottage  .should 

be  tearful  yet  ridiculously  happy  that  afternoon.     Mrs. 

Vansittart  wept,  and  Miss  Constance  wept,  and  Miss 
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Enid  wept  when  slic  <-iiiiio  in,  whilst  Mrs.  Shcppard 
was  weeping  at  intervals  all  day. 

Nevertheless  they  were  all  delighted  in  their  woe,  and 
Mrs.  Sheppard,  although  she  oooked  a  tremendous  din- 
ner, never  seolded  her  onee. 

It  was  also  a  remarkable  thing  that  the  invalid  lady 
should  insist  that  she  was  strong  enough  to  eome  down- 
stairs tliat  evening.  She  did  not  eat  a  great  deal,  poor 
thing,  but  she  looked  ever  so  inueh  better,  and  seemed 
to  find  all  her  pleasure  in  gazing  dternately  at  the  mas- 
ter and  Miss  Constanee,  and  in  linlcning  to  every  word 
they  said. 

In  the  garden,  next  night,  the  moon  being  now  very 
brilliant  indeed,  Pyne  said  to  Constance  that  the  step- 
aunt  idea  having  fizzled  out  he  gues.sed  that  the  lady  who 
figured  in  that  unclassified  degree  of  relationship  would 
pose  more  satisfactorily  as  a  mother-in-law. 

He  said  other  things  tliat  have  been  said  in  many 
languages  since  men  began  to  woo  women,  but  the 
phrases  are  hackneyed  save  to  those  who  listen,  and 
need  not  be  repeated  here. 

But  why  two  marriages  should  take  place  after  ex- 
traordinarily .short  engagements,  no  one  in  all  Penzance 
knew  save  Lady  Margaret  Stanhope,  and  she,  mirahile 
dictu  (being  a  woman),  kept  her  counsel.  It  created  no 
end  of  a  sensation  when  Constance  was  tlescribed  in  the 
London  newspapers  as  "  only  daughter  of  Sir  Stephen 
Brand,  Bart,  of  Lesser  Hamble<lon,  Northumberland." 
Local  gossip  quickly  exhausted  itself,  as  both  weddings 
took  place  in  London,  the  only  available  items  being 
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the  magnificence  uf  the  (Humonds  given  to  Enid  and 
Constance  by  Mr.  Traill,  anil  the  fact  that,  in  Con- 
stance's case,  "the  liride's  mother"  was  described  as 
"  liM)king  charming  in  a  silver-gray  costume  trimmed 
with  point  d'Alcncon  lace." 

Even  when  confronted  with  this  momentous  state- 
ment by  Mrs.  Taylor-Sniith,  Lady  Margaret  only 
shrugged  her  shoulders  and  purred: 

"A  romance,  my  dear,  a  romance  of  real  life." 

On  the  day  following  the  departure  of  two  happy 
couples  for  the  Continent  —  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pyne  to 
Italy,  Lieut,  and  Mrs.  Stanhope  to  the  Riviera,  with 
intent  to  meet  in  Rome  at  Easter  —  a  quieter  and  more 
sedate  couple  took  train  at  Waterloo  for  Southampton, 
bound  for  the  Far  West. 

Although  a  Nebraska  decree  of  divorce  <loes  not  hold 
good  in  English  law,  Lady  Brand  wished  to  be  married 
again  in  the  State  which  sanctioned  her  earlier  folly. 
Her  husband  agreed  readily.  Everybody,  including 
Mr.  Traill  and  Lady  Margaret,  had  arranged  to  turn 
up  at  the  north-country  mansion  in  May.  Provided 
there  were  no  hurricanes.  Sir  Stephen  thought  his  wife's 
health  would  benefit  by  the  double  sea  voyage,  and  he 
wa.s  personally  delighted  to  see  the  Nt-v  World  for  the 
first  time  in  her  company. 

Their  .steamer  sailed  from  Southampton  at  11  a.m. 
After  dinner  that  night  they  were  abreast  of  the  Gulf 
Rock,  and  Brand  ^  ointed  out  to  his  wife  its  occulting 
gleam  from  afar. 

"It  makes  me  feci  very  humble,"  she  said,  after  they 
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had  watched  its  radiance  darting  out  over  the  tumbHng 
seas  for  a  long  time  in  silence. 

"  Why,  sweetheart  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  It  is  so  solemn,  so  inten.sc  in  its  energy,  so  splendidly 
devoted  to  its  .single  purpose." 

"Now,  it  is  an  odd  thing,"  he  replied,  as  watchful  to 
check  her  occasional  qualms  of  retrospect  as  he  had 
been  during  many  a  long  night  to  keep  that  .same  light 
at  its  normal  state  of  dear-eyed  brilliance,  "  but  it  does 
not  appeal  to  me  in  thot  way.  It  is  winking  porten- 
tously, as  much  as  to  say  '  You  old  humbug,  there  you 
are,  leaving  me  after  all  these  years,  and  running  away 
with  your  own  wife.'  " 


THE   END. 
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